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Another Ylc is there toward the Northe, in the See Occcan, 
where that ben fulle cruele and ful evele Wommen of Nature: 
and thei han precious Stones in hire Eyen ; and thei ben of that 
kynde, that nf they beholden ony nmn, thei slen him anon with 
the beholdynge, as dothe the Basilisk. 

Maundevill's yoiageand TravaiU, Ch. xxviii. 



ACT I. 

MARY BEATON. 




SCEKE I .—Tht Upper Chamber in lloli/rood. 
The four Maries. 

MARY BEATON (ningi) : - 


Le navire 
Est a Feau; 
Entemh rire 
Ce ijros Jiot 
(pie fail liiire 
Et bruire 
Le vieux sire 
Aquilo. 


2 . 

Dans tespace 
Du gratui air 
Le vent passe 
Comme un fer; 
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CHASTELABD. 


[act I. 


Siffle et sonne, 

Tombe et tonne, 

Prend et donne 
A la mer. 

3 - 

Vois, la briae 

• ' 

* Tourne au nord, 

Et la bise 
Souffle et mord 
Siir ta pure 
Cheveltire 
Qui rnurmtire 
Et se tord. 

MARY HAMILTON. 

You never sing now but it makes you sad; 
AVhy do you sing ? 


MARY BEATON. 

I hardly know well why ;, 
It makes me sad to sing, and very sad 
To hold my peace. 
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MART CARJIlCHAEL. 

I know what saddens you. 

MARY BEATON, 

Prithee, what ? what ? 

MARY CARMICIIABL. 

Why, since we came irom France, 
You have no lover to make stuff for songs. 

MARY BEATON. 

You arc wise; for there my pain tx^ins indeed, 
Because J have no lovers out of France, 

MARY SEYTON. 

I mind me of one Olivier de Pesme, 

(You knew him, sweet) a pale man with short hair, 
Wore tied at sleeve the Beaton colour. 

MART CARMICHAEL. 

Blue— 

I know, blue scarfs. I never liked that knight. 
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OHASTELABD. 


[act I. 


MAEY HAMILTON. 

Me 7 I know him ? I hardly knew his name. 
Black, was his hair ? no, brown. 


MAIIY SEYTON. 

Light pleases you: 

I have seen the time, brown served you well enough. 


MARY CARMICHAEL. 

rx)rd Darnley’a is a mere maid’s yellow. 


MARY HAMILTON. 


A man’s, good colour. 


No: 


MARY SEYTON. 

Ah, does that bum your blood f 
Why, what a bitter colour is this red . 

That fills your face ! if you be not in love, 

I am no maiden. 


MARY HAMILTON. 

Nay, God help trae hearts! 
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I must be stabbed with love then, to the bone, 

Yea to the spirit, past cure. 

MAUV SEVTON. 

What were yon sayinjr ? 
I see some jest run up and down your lips. 

MAIiy CAHMICHAEB. 

Finish your song; I know you have more ol‘ it; 

Good sweet, I pray you do. 

•MAItr HEATON. 

I am too sad. 

JIAKV CAinilCII.XKI,. 

This will not sadden you to sing; your song 
Tastes sharp of sea and the sea’s l)ittemc.s.s, 

But small pain sticks on it. 

MAHV HEATON. 

Nay, it is sad; 

For either sorrow with tlie beaten lips 
Sings not at all, or if it does get breath 
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CHASTELABD 


[ 


SingH (|vuck and sharp like a hard sort of mirth; 
And so this song does; or I would it did, 

That it might please me better than it does. 

MARY SEYTON. 

Well, as you choose then. What a sort of men 
Crowd all about thecsquares 1 

MARY CARMICHAEL. 

Ay, hateful men; 

For look how many talking mouths be there, 

So many angers show their teeth at us. 

Which one is that, stooped somewhat in the neck, 
That walks so with Ms chin against the wind, 
laps sideways shut ? a keen-faced man—lo there, 
lie that walks midmost. 

lARY SEYTON. 

That is Master Kno.x. 
lie carries all these folk within his skin. 

Bound u|) as ’twere between the brows of him 
Like a bad thought; tlieir hearts boat inside his ; 
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jcEini I.] 

They gather at his lips like flies in the sun, 

Thrust sides to catch his face. 

MARY CARMICHAEL. 

Ijook forth ; so—push 
The window—further—see you anything ? 

MARY HAMILTON. 

Tliey are well gone; but pull the lattice in, 

Tlie wind is like a blade aslant. Would (rod 
1 could get back one day I think upon; fc 
The day we four and some six after us *j 

Sat in that Louvre gard^ and plucke<l 
To cast love-lots with in the gathered 
This way; you shut your eyes and 
And catch a lover for each grape you 
I got but one, a green one, and it broke 
Between my fingers and it ran down through them. 

MARY SEYTON. 

Ay, and the queen fell in a little wrath 




^OT SALAfiLt. 
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CHASTELABD. 


[act 


Because she got so many, and tore off 
Some of them she had plucked unwittingly— 
She said, against her will. What fell to you ? 


MARY BEATON. 

Me ? nothing but the stalk of a stripped bunch 
With clammy grape-juice leavings at the tip. 


MARY CARMICHAEL. 

Ay, true, the queen came first and she won all; 

It was her bunch we took to cheat you with. 
What, will you weep for that now 7 for you seem 
As one that means to weep. God pardon me ! 

I think your throat is choking up with tears. 

You are not well, sweet, for a lying jest 
To shake you thus much. 


ilARY BEATON. 

I am well enough: 

Give not your pity trouble for my sake. 



Bonn I.] CHASTEULRD. i l 

MARV SEmN. 

If you be well »ing out your song and laugh, 

Though it were but to fret the fellows there.— 

Now shall wo catch her secret washed and wet 
In tlie middle of her song; for she must weep 
If she sing through. 

MAEY HAMILTON. 

I told you it was love; 

1 watched her eyes all through the mnsquing time 
Feed on his face by morsels; slie must weej). 

MARY BEATON. 

4 - 

Le navire 
Passe et luit, 

Puis chavire 
A grand bruit; 

Et sur Vonde 
La plus blonde 
Tete au monde 
Flotte et fait. 
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CHASTEXiBD. 


[lOT I. 


5- 

Mot, je rant, 

Et Tamour, 

C'est ma Jlamme, 
Mon grand jour, 

Ma chanddle 
Blanche et belle, 

Ma chapelle 
De sejour. 

6 . 

Tot, mon ante 
Et ma fox, 

Sols ma dame 
Et ma lot; 

Sols ma mk. 

Sots Marie, 

Sots ma vie, 

Tovte d moi! 

MARY SEYTOK. 

I know the song; a song of Chastolard's 



gCE51 I.] 


CHASTELARD. 


He made in coming over with tlie queen. 

How hard it rained! he played that over twice 
Sitting before her, singing each word soft, 

As if he loved the least she listened to. 

JURY HAMILTON. 

No marvel if he loved it for her Sake; • 

She is the choice of women in the world, 

Is she not, sweet ? 


MARY BEATON. 

I have seen no fairer one. 

MARY SEYTON. 

And the most loving: did you note last night 
How long she hold him with her hands and eyes. 
Looking a little sadly, and at last 
Kissed him below the chin and parted so 
As the dance ended ? 

MARY HAMILTON. 

This was courtesy; 



CHA8TELAKD. 
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[act I. 


So might I kis8 my singing-bird’s red bill 
After some song, till he bit short my bp. 


MARY SEITOV. 

But if a lady hold her bird anights 
To sing to her between her fingers—lia ? 

I have seen such birds. 

e 

MARY CARMICIUEL. 

0, you talk emptily; 

She is full of grace; and marriage in good time 
Will wash the fool called scandal off men’s lips. 

MARY HAMILTON. 

I know not that; I know how folk would gibe 
If one of us pushed courtesy so far. 

She has always loved love’s fashions well; you wot, 
The marslial, head friend of this Chastelard’s, 

Sl\p used to talk with ere he brought her here 
And sow their talk with bttle kisses thick 
As roses in rose-harvest. For myself, 

I cannot see which side of her that lurks 
Which snares in such wise aU the sense of men; 
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What special beauty, subtle as man’s eye 
And tender as the inside of the eyelid is, 

There grows about her. 

ItAKY CARMICHAEL. 

I tliink her cunning speech— 
The soft and rapid shudder of her breatli 
In talking—the rare tender little liugh— 

The pitiful sweet sound like a bird’s sigh 
When her voice breaks; her talking does it all. 

MARY SEYTON. 

I say, her eyes with those clear perfect brows: 

It is the playing of those eyelashes. 

The lure of amorous looks as sad as love. 

Plucks all souls toward her like a net. 

MARY HAMILTON. 

What, what! 

You praise her in too lover-like a wise 
For women that praise women; such report 
Is like robes worn the rough side next the skin, 

Freta where it warms 



16 CHASTELAKD. [act i. 

MARY SEYTON. 

You think too much in French. 

Enter Darnley. 

Here comes your thorn; what glove against it now ? 

MARY HAMILTON. 

O, God’s good pity 1 this a thorn of mine ? 

It has not run deep in yet. 

MARY CARMICHAEL. 

I am not sure : 

The red runs over to your face’s edge. 

DARNLEY. 

Give me one word; nay, lady, for love’s sake; 

Here, come this way ; I wUl not keep you; no. 

—O my sweet soul, why do you wrong me thus ? 

MARY HAMILTON. 

Why will you give me for men’s eyes to bum 7 
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DARKLEY. 

What, sweet, I love you aa mine oivn soul loves me; 
They shall divide when we do. 

MART UAMILTON. 

I cannot say. 

DARNLEY. 

Why, look you, I am broken with tlie queen ; 

This is the rancour and the bitter heart 
That grows in you; by God it is nouglit cl.sc. 

Why, tliia last night she held me for a fool— 

Ay, God wot, for a thing of strij>c and hell. 

I bade her make me miirslial in her masque— 

I had the dress here painted, gold and grey 
(That is, not grey but a blue-green like this)— 

She tells me she had chosen her marshal, she, 

The best o’ the world for cunning and sweet wit; 

And what sweet fool but her sweet knight, God 
help! 

To serve her with that three-inch wit of his ? 

She is all fool and fiddling now; for me. 



CHASTELAED. 


l8 


[act I. 


I am well pleased; God knows, if I might choose 
I would not be more troubled with her love. 

Her love is like a briar that rasps the flesh, 

And yours is soft like flowers. Come tliis way, ‘love ; 
So, further in this window; hark you here. 


Enter Chastelard. 


MARY BEATON. 

Good morrow, sir. 


CHASTELARD. 

Good morrow, noble lady. 

MARY CARMICHAEL. 

You have heard no news ? what news ? 

CHASTELARD. 

Nay, I have none. 

That maiden-tongued male-faced Elizabeth 
Hath eyes imlike our queen’s, hair not so soft. 

And hands more sudden save for courtesy; 
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And lips no kiss of l^e's could bring to flower 
In such red wise as our queen’s; save this news, 

I know none English. 

MARY SEYTOM. 

Come, no news of her; 
?or God’s love talk still ratlier of our queen. 

MARY DEATON. 

God give us grace then to speak well of her 
You did right joyfuUy in our masque last night; 

I saw you when the queen lost breath (her head 
Bent back, her chin and lips catching the air— 

A goodly thing to see her) how you smiled 
Across her head, between your lips—no doubt 
You had great joy, sir. Did not you take note 
Once how one lock fell ? that was good to see. 

CRASTELARD. 

Yea, good enough to live for. 

MARY DEATON. 

Nay, but sweet 

r, ■'.I'*’ 
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chastelaed. 


[iCT L 


CHASTELARD. 

Nothing. You do not greatly love her, you, 

Who do not—gird, you^call it. I am bound to 
France; 

Shall I take word from you to any one ? 

So it lie harmless, not a gird, I will. 

MARY BEATON. 

I doubt you will not go hence with your life. 

CirASTKT.AIir). 

Why, who should slay me? no man northwards 
Iwn, 

In my poor mind; my sword’s lip i.s no maid’s 
To fear the iron biting of their own. 

Though they kiss hard for hate’s sake. 

MARY DEATON. 

Lo you, sir, 

How sharp he whi.spors, what close breath and 
eyes— 

And hors arc fast upon him, do you see 1 
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CHASTELARD. 

Well, which of these must take my life in hand I 
Pray God it bo the better: nay, which hand ? 

MARY BEATON. 

1 think, none such. The man is goodly made; 

She is tender-hearted toward his courtesies. 

And would not have them fall too low to find. 

Look, tliey slip forth. 

[^Exaint Darnt.ky and Mary Hamilton. 


MARY SKVTON. 

For love’s sake, after them. 

And soft as love can. 

[^Kxfunt Mary Carmiciiav.i, and Mary Seyton. 


CHASTELARD. 

True, a goo<lly man. 

What shapeliness and state ho hath, what eyes. 
Brave brow and lordly lip 1 were it not fit 
(Ireat queens should love him ? 
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CHASTELAKD. 


[iCT I. 


MARY BEATON. 

See you now, fair lord, 
I have but scant breath’s time to help myself, 

* And I must cast my heart out on a chance; 

So bear with me. That we twain have loved well, 

1 have no heart nor wit to say ; God wot 
We had never made •good lovers, you and I. 

Look you, I would not have you love me, sir. 

For all the love’s sake in the world. I say, 

Yon love the. queen, and loving bnrnsyou np, 

And mars the grace and joyous wit you had, 

Turning your sjKKJch to sad, your face to strange. 
Your mirth to nothing: and I am piteous, I, 

FiVen as the queen is, and such women are; 

And if 1 helped you to your love-longing, 

Meseems some grain of love might fall my way 
And love’s goil help me when I came to love; 

1 have read tales of men that won their loves 
On some such wise. 


CH VSTF.LAllD. 

If you mean mercifully, 
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CHASTELARD. 
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I am bound to you past thought and thank; if worse, 
I will but thank your lips and not your heart. 

M.\KV BEATON. 

Nay, lot love wait and praise me, in God's unine, 
Some day when ho shall find me; yet, God wot. 

My lips are of one colour with my heart. 

Withdraw now from me, and about tnidnight 
In some close chamlmr without light or noise 
It may l)e I shall get you speech of her ; 

She loves you well; it may be she will speak, 

1 wot not what; she loves you at her heart. 

Let her not see that I have given you word. 

Lest .she take shame and liate her love. Till night. 
I.^t her not see it. 

ClIASTEI.AUl). 

I will not thank you now. 

And then I’ll die what sort of death you will. 
Farewell. [AV/t. 

MAltY BEATON. 

.\nd by God's mercy and my love’s 
I will find ways to earn such thank of you. [AV/t. 
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CHASTELABD, 


[act l 


ScEKE n. — A Hall in the same. 

The Queen, Daunley, Mcrkav, Kandolph, the Maries, 
Chastelard, (J-c. 


QUEEN. 

Until no man seen mj lord of Chastelard 7 
Nay, no groat matter. Keep you on that aide : 
Begin the purpose. 


MARY CARMICHAEL. 

Madam, lie is here. 

QUEEN. 

Begin a mcaaure now tliat other side. 

I will not dance; lot them play soft a little. 

Fair sir, we had a dance to tread to-night. 

To teach our nortli folk all sweet ways of France ; 
But at this time we have no heart to it. 

Sit, sir, and talk. Look, this breast-clasp is new, 
The French king sent it me. 



tcui n.] 


CHASTEIARD. 
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CHASTELARD. 

A goodly thing: 

But what device ? the word is ill to catch. 

Ql'EEN. 

A Venus crowned, that cats the hearts of men: 

Below her flies a love with a batVwings, 

And strings tlio hair of paramours to bind 
Live birds' feet with. Lo what small subtle 
work; 

The sraith’.s name, (!ian Grisostomo da—what 7 
Cun you read that ? The sea fn)th8 underfoot; 

She stands upon the sea and it curls up 
In soft loose curls that run to one in the wind. 

But her hair is not sliaken, there’s a fault; 

It lies straight down in close-cut points and tongues, 
Not like blown hair. The legend is writ small: 

Still one makei out this— Cuve—if you look. 

ciia.st>;laud. 

I see the Venus well enough, God wot, 

But nothing of the legend. 
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CHASTELARD. 


[act I. 

QUEEN. 

Come, fair lord, 

Shall we dance now 7 my heart Ib good again. 

[ T/ify (lance a measure. 

DAItNLKY. 

I do not like this nitftincr of a dance, 

This game of two by two; it were much better 
To meet between the changes and to mi.\ 

Tlian still to keep ajiart and whiN[)ering 
Each lady out of earshot with her friend. 

MAItY BEATON. 

That’s as the lady serves her knight, I think ; 

We are broken up too much. 

DAIINLET. 

Nay, nc^such thing; 

He not wroth, lady, I wot it was tlio queen 
Pricked each his friend out Look you now—your 
ear— 

If love had gone by choosing—how they laugh. 



SCINK 11.] 


CHASTELABD. 


2i) 


Lean lips together, and wring hands underhand ! 

^\^)at, you look wliite too, sick of heart, a.sliaiued, 

No marvel—for men call it—hark you tliough— 

[Thfy past. 


uinitAV. 

Was the queen found no merrier in France ? 


MARY HAMILTON. 

Why, have you seen her sorrowful to-night ? 

MURRAY. 

I say not so much ; blithe she seems at whiles, 

(Jentle and goodly douhtleas in all ways. 

Rut hanlly with such lightness and (piick heart 
As it was said. 

MARY IIAMILTO.S. 

Tis your great earc of her 
Makes you misdoubt; nought else. 

MURRAY. 

Yea, may be so; 

Shb has no cause I know to sadden her. pats. 
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CHASTELARD. 


[aot t 


QUEEN. 

I am tired too soon; I could have danced down hours 
Two years gone hence and felt no wearier. 

One grows much older northwards, my fair lord ; 

I wonder men die south ; mescems all France 
Smells sweet witli living, and bright breath of days 
That keep men far fyom dying. Peace ; pray you now, 
No dancing more. Sing, sweet, and make us mirth ; 
We have done with dancing measures : sing that song 
You call the song of love at ebb. 

MARY BEATON (Klliys). 

Jklween the sunset and the sea 
My love laid hands and lips on me; 

OJ sweet came sour, of day came niyht, 

Of long desire came brief delight; 

Ah love, and what thing came of thee 
Between the sea-downs and the sea? 


3 . 

Between the sea-mark- and the sea 
Joy grew to grief, grief grew to me ; 
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Love turned to tears, and tears to fire, 

And dead delight to new desire; 

Love's talk, love's touch there seemed to be 
Between the sea-sand and the sea. 

3- 

Between the sundown and the sea 
fjove watched one hour oj'love^vith me; 

Then down the all-ijolden water-ways 
His feet fiew after yesterdays ; 

I saw them come and saw them fiee 
Between tlw sea-foam and the sea. 


4- 

Between the sea-strand and the sea 
Love fell on sleep, sleep fell on me ; 
The first star saw twain turn to one 
Between the moonrise and the sun ; 
The next, that saw not love, saw me 
Between the sea-hanks ami the sea. 


QL-EEN. 


liO, lirn, 
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CHASTELAED. 


[act L 

What mirth is here 1 Some song of yours, fair lord; 
You know glad ways of rhyming—no such tunes 
As go to tears. 


CIIASTELAKD. 

I made this yesterday ; 

For its love’s sake 1 pray you let it live. {lie sings. 

* 


I. 

Aprh taut ihjonrs, (ipres tant de plnirs, 
Hi‘rnnr<ible d won dme en peine. 

Vogez comine A veil fait I'amour aiir fears: 
Dame elamonr, dame aux belles couleurs, 
Dieu voiis a fait belle, Amour vous fait reine. 


2 . 

Kioiis.je t'en prie; aimons,je le veu-r. 

Le temps fait ct rit et ne revient gucre 
Pour baiser le bout de tes blonds cheveux, 
J*our baiser tes cih, ta bouche et tes geux ; 
L'amour n'a qu'unjour aapres dt $a mere. 
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QUEEN. 

'Tis a true song; love shall not pluck time back 
Nor time lie down with love. For me, 1 am old; 

Have you no hair changed since you changed to Scot ? 
I look each day to see my face dcawn up 
About the eyes, as if tliey sucked tlie clieeks. 

I think tliia air and face of tilings hjre north 
Puts snow at flower-time in the blood, jiud tears 
Hctweeu the sad eyes and the merry mouth 
In their youth-days. 

UlIASTELAim. 

It is a bitter air. 

QUEEN. 

Faith, if I might be gone, sir, would I stay ? 

I think, for no man's love’s sake. 

CHASTELAltD. 

I thitik not. 


QUEEN. 

Ho you not mind at landing how the quay 
Looked like a blind wet face in waste of wind 
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CHASTELARD. 


[act I. 

And .washing of wan waves ? how the hard mist 
Made the hills ache ? your songs lied loud, my knight, 
They said my face would burn off cloud and rain 
Seen once, and fill the crannied land with fire. 

Kindle the capes in their blind black-grey hoods— 

I know not what. You praise mi; past all loves; 

And these men lovp' me little; ’tis some fault, 

I think, to love me: oven a fool’s sweet fault. 

I have your verse still beating in iiiy head 
Of how the swallow got a wing broken 
In the sjiring time, and lay upon his side 
Watching the rest fly off i’ the red leaf-time. 

And broke his heart with grieving at hims(.>lf 
Before the snow came. Do you knoAv that lord 
W ith sharp-set eyes ? and him with huge thewed 
throat? 

(lood friends to me; I h.ad need love tlicm well. 

Why do you look one way ? 1 will not have you 

Keep your eyes here: *tis no great wit in me 
To care much now for old French friends of mine.—- 
Como, a fresh measure; come, play well for me, 

Fair sirs, your playing puts life in foot and heart.— 



BCOE II.] 


CUASTELARD. 




D.\RSIJ’Y. 

I/O 3 ’ou again, sirs, how she laughs and leans, 
Holding him fast—the 8upi>lo way she liath ! 

Your queen hath none such; l)etter as .slu> i.i 
For all her niea.sures, a grave KIlgli^h maid, 

Than queen of snakes and .Sects. 

'R.vxi)Oi.rii. 

She is over lair 

To be so sweet and hurt not. A good knight; 
Cioodly to l(X)k on. 


iiii;i:AV. 

Yea, a good sword too, 

And of good kin ; too light of loving tliough ; 

These jangling song-.smiths are keen love-mongers. 
They snap at all meats. 

KAU’XLKY. 

VV’hat! by Go<l 1 think. 
For nil his soft French face and bright boy's sword. 
There be folks fairer : and for knightliness, 

i> 1 
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CHASTELARD. 


[act l 

These hot-lipped brawls of Paris breed sweet knighte— 
Mere stuldjers for a laugli across the wine.— 

QCKKS, 

Tlierc, I have danced you down for once, fair 
lord; 

You look pale now,' Nay then for courtesy 
I m\ist needs help you ; do not bow your head, 

I am tall enough to roach close under it 

[AVssm him. 

Now come, we’ll sit and sec this passage through.— 


DARNI.EY. 

A courtesy, God help us! courtesy— 

Pray God it wound not where it should heal wounds. 
Why, there was here last year some lord of Franco 
(Priest on the wrong side aif some folk are prince) 
Told tales of Paris ladies—nay, by God, 

No jest for queen's lij>3 to catch laughter of 
That would keep clean; I wot he made good mirtli, 
But she laughetl over sweetly, and in such wise— 
Nay, ^ laughed too, but lothly.— 
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yiHES. 

How tliey look! 

Tlie least thing courteous galls them to the htme. 
What would one say now I were thinking of? 

CIlASTELAltl). 

It seems, some sw'eet thing. 


(JI,U KV. 

'J’rue, a sweet one, sir— 
That madrigal you made, Alys d(! Saul.x 
Of the three ways of love ; the first kiss honour. 

The second jiity, and the last kiss love. 

Which think you now was that 1 kis.sed you with 


CIIASTr,I.AIII>. 

It should be pity, if you be pitiful; 

For I am jsrst all honouring that keep 
Outaide the eye of battle, where my kin 
Fallen overseas have found this many a day 
No helm of mine between them; and for love. 
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[act I. 


I think of that as dead men of good days 

En* tlie wrong side of deatli was theirs, when God 

W as friends with thetn. 


KKN. 

(iood ; c.'dl it jiity then. 
You have i» .sulitlc ridilling skill at love 
Which is not like a lover. For iny part, 

I am resolved to lx; well done with love, 

Though I were fain.T-faced than all the world ; 

.\s there 1)0 fairer. Think yon, fair my knight, 

E< )ve sh.all live aller life in any man ? 

I have given yoii stuff for riddles. 

('lt.\S1KI,AUI). 

Most sweet queen, 

'I’hey say men dying rememlxT, with sharp joy 
.\nd rapid relnctatioii of desire, 

SoiiK' ohl thing, some swift hreath of winil, some word, 
Some sword-stroke or dead Inte-strain, some lost sight, 
Smie sea-hlossom stripped to the sun and hnrned 
At naked ebl)—some river-llowcr that breathes 
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Against the stream like a swooned swimmer’s mouth— 
Some tear or laugh ore lip and eye were man’s— 

Sweet stings that struck the blood in riding—nay, 

Some garment or sky-colour or spice-smell, 

And die with heart and face shut fjtst on it, 

And know not why, and weep not; it may bo 
Men sliall hold love fast always in such wise 
In new fair lives where all are new things else, 

And ksiow not why, and woej> not. 

(jl-KKN. 

A right rhyme, 

And right a rhyme’s worth: nay, a sweet song, 
though. 

What, sliall my cousin hold fast that love of his, 

Her face and talk, when life ends ? as (lod grant 
His life end late and sweet; I love him well. 

She is fair enough, his lover; a fair-faced maid, 

With grey sweet eyes and Umder touch of talk ; 

And that, God wot, I wist not. S<'e you, sir. 

Men say I needs must get wed hastily ; 

Do none point lips at him ? 
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[iCT I. 


CHASTE LARD. 

Yea, gnessingly. 


QIEF.N. 

f!o(l help such lips! and get me leave to laugh ! 

What should I do but paint and put him up 
l/ik(! a gilt gtsl, a aaintship in a shrine, 

For all f(K)ls’ feast f God’s morey on men’s wits I 
T.all lus a houst^top and as bare of brain— 

I’ll h.ave no staffs with fool-faced carvcn heads 
To hang my life on. Nay, for love, no more. 

For fear I laugh and set their eyes on edge 
To find o>it why I laugh. GchxI night, fair lords; 

IVul them cca.so playing. Give me your hand; good 
night. 
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CHASTELARD. 


ScEKE III.— Mauv Beaton’s Chambfr: night. 


Enter CiiASTELAnn. 


CirASTEI.AIlD. 


[ am not certain yet she will not come ; ^ t 

r'or I can feel lier hand’s heat still in mine, _ 

► y 

Bast douhting of, and see her brows half dra^, If £. 
Ami linlf ft lipht in tlio oyon. If slie o(*rno iij^' ' ^ 

I am no wnrs4' than he that dies tonight, j * - 
This two years’ patieiieo gets an end at Itiest, 

-i, I 

Whichever w.av I am well done with it^ 

How hard the tliin SAveet moon is, split|^iddac(}d *■ 

And latticed over, just a stray of it ^ 

Catching and clinging at a strip of wall. 

Hardly a hand’s breadlh. Did sJic turn indeed 
In going out? not to catch np her gown 
Tlic page let sliji, but to keep sight of me? 

There was a .soft small stir beneath her eyes 
Hard to put on, a (juivering of her blood 


SAlAfiU. 
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[act I. 

That knew of the old nights watched out wakefully. 
Thosf! measures of her dancing too were changed— 
More swift and with more eager stops at whiles 
And rapid pauses where breath tailed her lips. 

Enter Mary Beaton. 

O, she i.s come; if you 1)0 she indee<l 

bet me hut hold yotir haml; Avhat, no word yet? 

You turn and kiss me without word; O sweet, 

If you will sl.'iy me hi; not over (piiek, 

Kill me with some slow heavy kiss that plucks 
The hcjvrl out at the lips. .Mas ! sweet love, 

'live me some old sweet word to kiss away. 

Is ii a jest ? for I can feel your hair 
Touch me—I in.ay embrace your bo<ly too t 
I know you well enough without sweet words. 

Mow should one make you spaik ? This is not 
she. 

Come in the light; nay, let me see your eyes. 

Ah. you it is? what have I done to you ? 

And do you hxik now to be slain for this 

That you twist back and shudder like one stabbed ? 
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MARY DEATON. 

Yen, kill me now and do not look at me: 

God knows I meant to die. Sir, for God’s love 
Kill me now quick ere I go mad with shame. 

tTlASTEI.AIiO. 

Cling not upon my wrists: let go t]ie hilt: 

Nay, you will IiruiKO your hand witli it: stand uji: 
You shall not have my sword forth. 

mai:y iie\ton. 

Kill mo now, 

I will not rise : there, I am patient, see, 

1 will not strive, Init kill mo for God'.s wike. 

CHASTEI,ARI>. 

Pray you rise up and ho not shaken so: 

Forgive me my rash word.s, my heart was gone 
After the thing you were : ho not ashamed; 

Give no the shame, you have no part in it; 

Can I not say a word shall do you good ? 

Forgive that too. 
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[act I. 


MART BEATOM. 

I Bliall nm crazed with shame; 

Rut when I felt your lips catch hohl on mine 
It stopped my breath: I would have told you 
all; 

Let mo go out: you sec I lic<l to you, 

And I nm shamed; J pr.ay you loose me, sir, 

0 

Lot me go out. 


CIIASTEI.AItn. 

Think no l)iuse things of me: 

I were most ba.so to let you go a.shanied. 

1'liink my heart’s love and honour go with you: 

Yon, while I live, for your love’s noble sake, 

I am yo)ir servant in what wise may be. 

To love nml s<'rve you with rigjit thankful heart, 

MARY BEATOX. 

I have given men leave to mock me, and must bear 
Wiat slinme tlu'y please : you have good cause to 
mock. 

I jet me pass now. 
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CIIASTELAUD. 

You know I mock you not. 

If ever 1 leave off to honour you, 

God give me shame 1 I were the worst churl born. 

MAUY BKATON. 

No marvel though the (jueen should love you to§, 
Being such n knight. 1 jiray you for her love, 
lAird Chiistclard, of your great courtesy, 

Think now no scorn Uj give me my last kiss 
That 1 shall have of mim Iwlbre I die. 

Even the siime lijis you kinsetl u)id know not of 
Will you kiss now, knowing the shame of them. 

And say no one word to me aft4‘rwardH, 

That I may see 1 havt; loved the best lover 
And man most courteou.s of all men alive 1 

MAUY SF.YTOS 

Here, fetch the light: nay, this way; enter all. 
MAltY nEATOS. 

1 am twice undone. Fly, get some hiding, sir; 
They have 8j)icd upon me somehow. 
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[act I. 


CIIASTELAKI). 


Nay, fear not; 


Stand by my side. 


Enter Mary Sevtos and Mary Hamilton. 


,MARY HAMILTON. 

Give ino that light: thi.-i \vay. 

CIIA.STKI.ARII. 

What jest is licrc, fair ladies \ it walks late, 
Something too late for laughing. 


MARY SK^lON. 

Nay, fair sir, 

What jest is this of yonrs ? Look to your lady; 

She i.s nigh swooned. The queen shall know all thi.s. 


«\RY HAMILTON. 

A grievous shame it is we arc fallen uiion ; 

Hold forth the light. Is this your care of us? 
Nay, come, look nj): this is no game, God wot. 
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CHASTELAIin. 

Shame shall befall them that sjicak Bhnmcfuli}'; 
I swear this lady is as ])nre and good 
As any maiden, and who ladieves me net 
Shall keep the sliume for his jiart and the lie. 
To them that come in honour and not in hate 
I will make answer. laidy, have gdyd heart 
(live me the light there : I will see yon fortl . 


END OF TIIF, FlK.lT AIT. 




ACT II. 


DAK.NLHV. 
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Scene I .—The great Chamber m I/olgi ooil. 
The Qeeen ami Maky Se\tun. 


QLKEN. 

But will you swear it ? 

MARY SEYTON. 

Swear it, madam ? 


<iL-EEN. 

Ay- 

Swear it. 


MARY .SKYTON. 

Madam, I am not fricmls with tliem 


iirr.KN. 

Swear then against them if you lU'c not friend-.. 

MARY KEYTON. 


Indeed 1 saw them kiss. 
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[act n. 


QUEEN. 

So lovers use— 

Whiit, tlicir mouths close ? a goodly Avay of love! 

Or but the hands? or on her throat ? Prithee— 

Yoti have sworn that. 

HAIiY SEYTON. 

1 siiy what I saw done. 

QUEEN. 

Ay, yon did sec her cheeks (OckI smite them red!) 
Kissed either side ? what, they must cat strange^ood, 
Thosr' singing lijis of his? 

MARY SEYTON. 

Sweet meat enough— 
They started at my coming five yards off. 

Hut there they were. 


QUEEN. 

A maid may have kissed cheeks 
uo shame in them—yet one would not swear. 
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You have sworn that Pray God he l)e not mad ; 
A sickness in his eyes. The left side love 
(1 was told that) and the right courtesy. 

'Tis good fools’ fa.shion. What, no more but this 
For me, God knows I am no whit wroth ; not 1 ; 
But, for your fame’s .s:ike that her shame will stinir, 
I cannot see a way to j)ardou her—» 

For your fame’s sake, lest that be prated of 

M.MtV SKMON. 

Nay, if she were not chaste—1 have not sjiid 
She was not chaste. 


Ijl Kf s. 

I know you arc lender of her ; 
,And your sweet word will hardly turn her .sweet. 

MARY SKVTON. 

Indeed I would fain do her any good. 

Shall I not take some gracious word to her ! 

MLEES. 

Bid her not come or wait on me to-day. 
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[act n. 


MARY SEYTON. 

Will you sec him ? 


QUEEN. 

See—0, this Chastclard? 

Ill- (loth tiot well to sing maids into shame; 

And lolk are sharp here; yet for sweet friends’ sake 
As'.ni'cdly I’ll sec him. I am not wroth. 

A ifoixlly man, and a good sword thereto— 

If may lx; he shall wed her. I am not wroth. 


MARY SEYTON. 

N.ay, though she Iwro with him, she hath no great love, 
I (louht me, that way. 


QUEEN. 

(lod mend nil, I pray— 
And keep us from all wrongdoing and wild words. 
I think there is no fault men fall upon 
llut I eo\dd pardon. Lewk you, I would swear 
She were no {taramour for any man, 

So well 1 love her. 
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MARY SEYTON. 

Am I to bill liim in ? 

grEEX. 

A** you will, sweet. But if you lu-ld me hard 
You (lid me grievous wrong. Dotli lie wait tlien 
Men call me over tender; I bad n4ber so. 

Than too ungracious. Fatber, wbat with you '! 

Kilter Father Black. 

EATHEK IILACK. 

(lod'ri peace and beultb of .soul bo u itb tbc queen 
And i«irdon be with me tbougb I speak trutb. 

As I was going on peaceable men’s wise 
Tbrougb your good town, desiring no man barm, 
A kind of shameful woman with tbiefs lips 
Spake somcwluit to me over a tbrust-out ebin. 
Soliciting as I deemed an alms; which alms 
(Uemembering what was writ of Magdalen) 

I gave not grudging but with pure gooil heart. 
When lo some scurril children that lurked near, 
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[act n. 


Set there by Satan for my stumbling-stone, 

Fell hooting with necks thwart and eyes asquint, 
Screeched and made horns and shot out tongues 
at me. 

As at my Lord the Jews shot out their tongues 
And made their heads wag; I considering this 
Took up my cross iji patience and passed fortli; 
Nevertheless one ran between my feet 
And made me totter, using speech and signs 
1 smart with shame to think of: then my blood 
Kindled, and 1 was moved to smite the knave, 

And the knave howled; whereat the lewd whole herd 
Brake forth upon me and cast mire and stones 
So that I ran sore risk of bruise or gash 
If tlioy had touched; likewise I heard men say, 

(Their foul speech miswal not of mine ear) they cried. 
This devil’s mass-priest hankers for new (leeh 
Like a dry hound; let him seek such at home. 

Snuff and smoke out the <|uoen’8 French—’ 


qiKEN. 


They said that ? 
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FATHER BLACK. 

“—French paramoura that breed more shames tlmn 
sons 

.Ml her court through forgive me. 

4LEEN. 

With my heart. 

Fatlicr, you see tlic hatefuIncRs of tliese— 

'I'liey loatlic us for our love. I am not moved : 

Wliat should I do being angry ? Hy this liand 
(Wliich is not big enough to bruise their lips), 

1 marvel wliat thing should be done Avith me 
To make me wroth. We must have patience with us 
When we seek thank of men. 

FATHER BLACK. 

Madam, farewell; 

1 i)ray (!od keep you in such patient lieart. [Exit. 


QUEEN. 

I>et him come now. 

MARY SF.YTON. 

Madam, he is at hand. [Exit, 
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Enter ClIASTELARD. 


QUEEN, 

Give mo that broidery frame; liow, gone so soon P 
No maid about? Keach me some skein of silk. 
Wliat, are you conjo, fair lord ? Now by my life 
That livt« here idle, I am right glad of you; 

I have slept so well and sweet since yesternight 
It scmns our dancing put me in glad heart. 

Did yo>i sleep well ? 


Cll\STELAI!r). 

Ye:i, as a man may sleep. 

QUEEN. 

Yon .smile as if I jested ; do not men 

Sleep .as wo do ? • Had you fair dreams in the night ? 

For me—but I should fret you with my dreams— 

I dreamed sweet tilings. You are good at sooth¬ 
saying : 

Make me a sonnet of my dream. 
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CIUSTELARD. 


When I shall know it 


I will, 


QVEEK. 

I thought I was aslocp 
In Paris, lying by my lord, and knew 
In somewise he was well awake, and yet 
I eonid not wake too; and I secmesl to know 
He hated mo, and the least breath I made 
Would turn somehow to slay or stille me. 

Then in brief lime he rose and went .away, 

S.aying, Aef htr drco/ii, hut tchdi her dreaiit is nut 
I will t'liiiii’ IiihIc unit hill her on nhe inihen. 

And 1 lay siek and trembling with sore fear, 

And still I knew that 1 was decj) asleoj); 

And thinking I uninl dreom now, or 1 dw, 

(Jod neTul nw. nmnt (j'lod draiin Imt / he nioin, 

Fell fancying one had bound my feet with cords 
And bade me dance, and the first measure made 
1 fell ujion my face and wept for pain: 

And my cords broke, and I began the dance 
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[act II. 


To a bitter tune; and he that danced with me 
Was clothed in black with long red lines and 
bars 

And masked down to the lips, but by the chin 
I knew you though your lips were sewn up close 
With scarlet thread all dabbled wet in blood. 

And then I knew tj|ic dream was not for good. 

And striving with sore travail to reach up 
And kiss you (you were taller in my dream) 

1 missed your lijis and woke. 

CIIASTKI.ARD. 

Sweet dreams, you said ? 
An evil dream I hold it for, sweet love. 

QI'KKS*. 

Vou call love sweet; yea, what is bitter, then ? 

There’s nothing broken sleep could hit upon 
So bitU'r as the breaking down of love. 

You call me sweet; 1 am not sweet to you. 

Nor you—O, I would say not sweet to me. 

And if I said so I should hardly lie. 
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But there have been those things between ub, sir. 
Tlmt men call sweet 


CIIASTELAUn. 

1 know not how There i$ 
Turns to There hath been ; 'tis a heavier change 
Than change of flesh to dust. Yettliougli years change 
And good things end and evil thing.s gb-ow great, 
f The old love that was, or that Wiis dreamed al)oui, 

That sang and ki.ssed and wept uis)n itself, 

Laughed and ran mad with love of its own face, 

That w;i8 a sweet thing. 


m KKN. 

Nay, I know not well. 

Tis when the man is held fast underground 

s 

They say for sooth what manner of heart he had. 
We are alive, and cannot be well sure 
If<wc loved much or little: think you not 
It were convenient one of us should die ? 

CH.ASTF.LARD. 

Madam, your speech ia harsh to understand. 
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[act n. 


QUEEN. 

Why, there coixld come no change then; one of ns 
Would never need to fear our love might turn 
To the sad thing that it may grow to be. 

I would sometimes all things were dead asleep 

That I have loved, all buried in soft beds 

And sealed with (h*cams and visions, and each dawn 

t 

Sung to by sorrows, and all night assuaged 
By short sweet kisses and by sweet long loves 
For old life’s sake, lest weeping overmuch 
Should wake them in a strange new time, and arm 
Memory's blind hand to kill forgetfulness. 

C1I.\STEL.\I!U. 

Look, you dream still, and sadly. 


QUEEN. 

Sooth, a dream: 

For such things died or lic<l in sweet love’s face. 

And I forget them not, God help my wit! 

I would the whole world were made up of sleep 
And life not fashioned out of lies and loves. 



8CS»B l] 


CHASTELARD, 


63 


We Iboliali women have such times, you know, 
Wion we are weary or afraid or sick 
For perfect nothing. 

c'ii.\.STKLAUi) (aside). 

Nt)w would one be fain 
To know what bitter or what dangeijius tiling 
She thinks of, softly dialing her soft liii. 

.She must mean evil. 


QCKKN". 

Are you sad tuo, sir, 


That you say nothing 


ellA.STKLAUl). 

I? not sad a jot— 

Though this your talk might make a blithe man sad. 


(^1 EKN. 

0 me! I must not let str.ay sorrows out; 

They are ill to fledge, and if they feel blithe air 
They wail and chirp untuncfully. Would God 
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[act il 


I had been a man ! when I was born, men say, 

My father turned his face and wept to tliink 
I was no man. 

CHASTELABD. 

Will you weep too ? 
qCEES. 

In sooth, 

If 1 were man I .should be no base man ; 

1 could have fought; yea, I could fight now too 
If men would shew me; I would I were the king! 

I should be all ways bettt'r than I am. 

ClfASTELAItl). 

Nay, would you have more honour, having this—■ 
Men’s hearts and loves and the sweet spoil of souls 
(liven you like simple gold to bind your hair? 
Say you were king of thews, not (jucen of souls, 
An iron headpiece hammered to a head, 

You might fail too. 

QIEEN. 

No, tlien I would not fail. 
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Or God should make me woman Ixick again. 

To be King James—you hear men say AV/ii/ Jttiin's, 
The word .sounds like a piece of gold thrown down. 
Kings with a round and royal note in it— 

A name to tvrrite good record of; tliis king 
Fought here and there, was IvcaUm such a day, 

And c.ame at last to a good end, hi» life 
Being all lived out, and for tlie main part well 
And like a king’s life; then to have men s;iy 
(As now they siiy of Flodden, hero tlioy broke 
And there they held up to the end) years Iviek 
They saw you—yeo, I sain the kin'fx fuce lu /mnl 
Ildl in the hot lit Jorr^niiin'l 0 / nome fi'iht 
Hold the whole war <(.s it were h// thi' hit, n horxe 
Fit for his knees' rjrip—the ijrcal reariioj wnr 
That frothed with lips filing up, and shook men's lires 
Off either flank of it like snow ; I saw 
{You could not hear as his sword rang), saw hint 
Shout, laugh, smile straight, andjlaw the riren ranks. 
More as the wind moves, and his horse's feet 
Stripe their long flags with dust. Why, if one <li'd. 
To die so in the heart and heat of Wivr 
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Were a much goodlier thing than living soft 
And speaking sweet for fear of men. Woo’s me, • 

Is there no way to pluck this body off? 

Thou I should never fear a man again, 

Even in my dreams I should not; no, by heaven. 

C11.\STF.LAI{D. 

I never thought you did fear anything. 

QUEEN. 

(tod knows I do; I could l)e sick witli wrath 
To think what grievous fear I have ’twixt whiles 
(i)f mine own self and of base men: last night 
If certain lords were glancing where I was 
Under the eyelid, with sharp lip and brow, 

1 toll you, for pure shame and fear of them, 

1 could liavc gone and slain them. 

CUASTELARI>. 

V'erily, 

You are changed since those good days that fell in 
France; 
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But yet I think you are not so changed at Iiojirt 
Aa to fear man. 


Ol'KKN. 

I would 1 liad no need. 

Lend me your sword a little; a lair sword ; 

I see the fingers that 1 hold it with 
Clear in the blade, liright [link, the'shell-colour, 
Brighter than flesh is really, curved all round. 
Now men would mock if I shouM wear it here. 
Bound under bosom with ;i girdle, here. 

And yet 1 have heart enough to wear it wadi. 
Speak to nu; like a woimin, let me see 
If I ean play at man. 


eii.\sTKi,.\i;n. 

(ioil save King dames ! 

Oft.tN. 

Would you could change now! Fie, this will not di 
Uncla^]> your sword ; nay, the hill hurts my ,>ide ; 

It sticks fast here. Unbind this knot for ne-: 

Stoop, and you'll sei* it closer; thank )ou : there. 
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[act ii. 


Now I can hreatlie, sir. Ah I it hurts me, though: 
'I’liis was fool’s play. 


CIIASTF.I.AUD. 

Yea, you arc better so, 

'Without the sword ; your eyes are stronger things, 
'^Vhethcr to save or tlay. 

Aliis, my side! 

It liiirta riglit sorely. Is it not pitiful 
()ur souls should be so bound about with flesh 
liven when they leap and smite with wings and feet, 
'I'lie least pain ]iiiu ks them back, puts out their eyes, 
'Ihivns tlmm to tears and words? Ah my sweet 
kn.ght, 

^on base the better of us that weave and weep 
While the blithe battle blows upon your eves 
l.ike rain and vind : yet I renu iubt r too 
When this last year tlie fight at Corrichie 
l{e<ldcned tlio rushes with .stained fen-water, 

I ro<h' with My gootl men and took delight, 
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Feeling the sweet clear wind upon my eyes 
And rainy soft smells blown upon my luce 
In riding: then the great light jarred and joined, 

And the sound stung me right through heart and all; 
For I was hero, see, gazing off the hills, 

III the wet air; our housings were all wet. 

And not a jiluiiie, stood stillly juist j,he ear 
Hut llapiied between the bridle and the neck ; 

And under us wo saw the battle go 
Like running water; I could see by tits 
Some helm the rain fell shining oil', some llag 
Snap from the stall', ^horn through or broken short 
In tlio man’s hilling: yea, one seemed to catch 
The very grasii of tunihled men at men. 

Teeth clenched in throats, hands riveUsl in hair, 
Tearing the life out with no help of swords. 

And all the clamour seemed to shine, the light 
Heemcd to slmut iis a man doth ; twice I laughed— 

I tell you, twice my heart swelh.d out with thirst 
To be into the battle; sec, fair lord, 

I swear it seemed I might have made a knight. 

And yet the simple bracing of a belt 
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[act 11. 

Makes me cry out; this is too pitiful, 

This dusty lialf of us made up vdth fears.— 

Have you been ever quite so glad to fight 

As 1 have thought men must? pray you, speak truth. 

OHASTKLAIU). 

Yea, when the time o.amc, there caught hold of me 
Such jileasuro in the head and hands and blood 
As may be kindled under loving lips: 

Crossing the ferry once to the Clerks’ Field, 

1 mind me how the plashing noise of Seine 
I'ut fire into my face for joy, and how 
My blood ko[)t measure with the swinging Imt 
Till wo touched land, all for the sake of that 
Wliieh should be soon. 


(;i;ken. 

Her name, for Cod’s love, sir; 
You slew your friend for love’s sake ? nay, the name. 


Faith, 1 forget. 


ClI.VSTEL.eUt). 
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QIKKN. 

Now by the faith I have 
You have no faith to swear by. 

CIIASTi;i.AltI). 

A good sword: 

Wo left him quiet after a thrust or^twain. 

qi'KKN. 

I would 1 liad been at liand and marked tliom off 
As the maids did when we played singing games : 
You outwent mo at rhyming ; but for faith, 

We fight best there. I would 1 had seen you light. 

eilASTKI.AltU. 

I would you had ; his jilay Avas worth an eye; 
lie made some gallant way before that pass 
.Which made me way through him. 

yULKN. 


How did you slay him ? 


Would I saw that • 



72 


CHASTELARD. 


[act u. 


CHASTELAItD. 

A dean pass—tliis way ; 
Kiglit in the side here, where the blood has root. 
l!i» wrist wont round in pushing, see you, thus. 

Or ho had pierced me. 


QUEEN. 

Yea, I see, sweet knight. 
I lifivo a mind to love you for his sake; 

Would 1 had seen. 


UlfASTEEARD. 

Hngiies de Marsillac— 

1 have the name now; ’twas a goodly one 
Belbre he changed it for a dusty name. 

QUEEN. 

Talk not of death; I would hear living talk 
Of good live swords and good strokes struck withal, 
Brave buttles atid the mirth of mingling men. 

Not of cold names you greet a dead man with. 

You are yet young for lighting; but in fight 
Have you never caught a wound ? 
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CHASTELAKD. 

Yea, twice or so : 

The first time in a little outlying field 
(My first field) at the sleepy grey of dawn, 

They found us drowsy, fumbling at our girths, 

And rode us down by heaps ; I took a hurt 
Here in the shoulder. 


tin.KN. 


Ah, I mind well now; 

Did you not ride a day’s ap:ice afterward, 

Having tw'o wounds yea, Dandelot it was. 

That Dandelot took word of it. 1 know, 

Silting at meat when the news came to^is 
1 liad nigh swo<_)ne<l but for those Florence eyes 
Mauling my w.ay with sleek lids drawn up close— 

Yea, and she said, the Italian brokeress. 

She said such men were good for g;reat ijucens’ 
love. 

I would you might die, when you come to die. 

Like a knight slain. Fray God we make good 
ends. 
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[act 11. 

For love too, love dies hard or easily, 

But some way dies on some day, ere we die. 

CHASTKLAKD. 

You made a song once of old flowers and loves. 

Will you not sing that rather ? 'tis long gone 
Since you sang last. 

OUKEN. 

I had rather sigh than sing 
And sleep than sigh ; ’tis long since verily, 

But I will once more sing; ay, thus it was. [Siugs. 

1 . 

fivur fiii'n rlioses, 

Mdidtv ffuiUc (illcr an vent. 

Eh Soniicant au.c ricilles roses, 

J'lti iiU'ure soHvent. 

2 . 

Viiis-tu (liins Us roses mortes 
Amour i/ni soiirit cache ? 

0 mon amant, a nos jsirtes 
f.'as-tu cit coitche / 
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3- 

yl3-fu vujmmis au numile 
Vanis chasser ct coiirir/ 

Fille (le (ivee Fonde 
Duit-elU iiioiirir ? 

4- 

Aux jours de ite'ujc el de i/Utc 
L'ftmijur s'fjhuilif cl s'ciidort; 

Aviv mat doit-il rtrlrrc, 

Oil lien csl-ll inort ? 

5- 

ilui sail oh s\ii votil li's royes * 

* 

(lui Slid oh s'<11 v<t Ic veut * 

Kn soiiijcant d t<'/l<s chosi s, 

,ral /tl( urc soiivdit. 

I never heard y<'t )mt love made pood kniplits, 
But for pure faitli, by Mary’s holiness, 

I think she lies al)out men’s li]>s aslei-p, 

And if one kiss or pluck her by the hand 
To wake her, why God help your woman’s wit, 
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[act II. 

Fftith is hut dead; dig her grave deep at heart, 

And liide her face with cerecloths; farewell faith. 
Would I could tell why I talk idly. Look, 

Here come my riddle-readers. Welcome all; 

Enter .Mi;iii!AY, Dauni.ey, UANOoi.rn, Lindsay, Mouton, 
und other Louds. 

Sirs, 1)0 right welcome. Stand you hy my side. 

Fair cousin, I must ham ou love or fall; 

You arc a goodly staff, sir; tall enough. 

And fair enough to serve. My gentle lords, 

1 am full glad of God that in great grace 
lie hath given me such a lordly st-ay as this; 

There is no better friended (lueen alive. 

For the retailing of those banished men 
That stand in peril yet of last year’s fault. 

It is our will; you have our seal to that. 

Brother, we hear harsh bruits of bad report 
Blown up and down alxiut our almoner; 

See you to this : let him be sought into; 

They say lewd folk make ballads of dieir spleen, 
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pitrew miry ways of words witli Udk of liiin ; 

If they have cause let liim be sjxiken with. 

Ll.NTKW. 

MacLam, they cliarpe liim witli so rank a life 
IVcre it not well this fellow were plucked out— 
veinp; this is not an eye that doth odViid, 

Hut a blurred glass it were no harm to break ; 

Vea rather it were gracious to be done ! 

(g'l 1 N. 

Ix‘t liiin lie wi'ighed, an<l use him as lie is; 

1 am of my nature ]iitifiil, ye know, 

And cannot turn my love unto a tliorn 
In so brief space. A'e are all most virtuous; 

^ ca, there is goodness graft'd on this land ; 
but yet compaasion is some part of God. 
riifre is much heavier business held on hand 
Than one man’s gixjdness : yea, as tilings fare here, 
A matter worth more weigliing. All you wot 
I am to cluHjse a help to my weak feet, 

A lamp before my face, a lord and friend 
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To walk with me in weary ways, high up 
Between the wind and rain and the hot sun. 

Now I have chosen a helper to myself, 

I wot the best a woman ever won ; 

A man that loves mo, and a royal man, 

A goodly love and lord for any queen. 

But for the peril and despite of men 
I have sometime tai'ried and withheld myself. 

Not fearful of his worthineas nor you, 

But with some lady’s loathing to let out 
My whole heart’s love; for truly this is hard. 

Not like a woman’s fashion, shamefacedness 
And noble grave reluctance of herself 
To bo the tongue and cry of her own heiurt. 

Nathless plain sj)cech is better than much wit. 

So ye shall bear with me; albeit I think 
Ye have caught the mark whereat my heart is bent. 

I have kept close counsel and shut up men’s lips. 

But lightly shall a woman’s will slip out, 

The foolish little winged will of her. 

Through check or eyo when tongue is charmed asleep. 
For tliat goo<l lord I have good will to wed. 
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I wot he knew long since which way it flew, 
Even till it lit on his right wrist and sang, 

Lo, here I take him by the hand: fair lords, 
This is my kinsman, made of mine own blood, 
I take to halve the state and services 
That bow down to me, and to be my head. 

My chief, ray master, my sweet lord nn<l king. 
Now shall I never say “ sweet cousin ” more 
To my dear head and hasband ; here, fair sir, 
I give you all the heart of love in me 
To gather off my lips. Did it like you. 

The taste of it ? sir, it was whole and true. 
God save our king I 


D.\UNLKV. 

Nay, nay, sweet love, no lord; 
No king of yours though I were lord of these. 


ULEKN'. 

Let word be sent to all good friends of ours 
To help us to be glad; England and France 
Shall bear great part of our rejoicings up. 
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[act n. 

Give me yoiir hand, dear lord ; for from this time 
1 must not walk alone. Lords, have good cheer : 

For you shall have a better face than mine 
To set upon your kingly gold and shew 
For Scotland’s forehead in the van of things. 

Go with us now, and see this news set out. 

\_Idxeunt Queen, Darnley, and Lords. 

As CiiASTELARD IS going Old, enter Mary Beaton. 

MARY BEATON. 

Have you yet heard ? You knew of this ? 

CHASTELARD. 

I know. 

I was just thinking how such things were made 
And were so fair as this is. Do you know 
She held me here and talked—the most sweet talk 
Men ever heard of? 

MARY DEATON. 

You liateme to the heart. 

What will you do ? 
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I know not: die some day, 
But live as long and lightly as I can. 

Will you now love me ? faith, but if you do, 

It were much better you were dead and hearsed. 
Will you do one thing for me ? 

MARY liEATON. 

Yea, all things. 


CIIASTELAItn. 

Speak truth a little, for God’s sake : indeed 
It were no harm to do. Come, will you, sweef ! 
Though it be but to please God. 

MARY IIKATON. 

What will you do ! 

CHASTELARD. 

Ay, true, I must do somewhat. L<;t me see r 
To get between and tread upon his face— 

Catch both her hands and bid men look at them, 
How pure they were—I would do none ol tlie.s<>. 
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Though they got wedded all the days in the year. 

We may do well yet when all’s come and gone. 

1 pray you on this wedding night of theirs 
Do but one thing that I shall ask of you, 

And Darnley will not hunger as I shall 

For that good time. Sweet, will you swear me this? 

MARY BEATON. 

Yea; though to do it were mortal to my soul 
As the chief sin. 


CHASTELARD. 

I thank you: let us go. 


END OP THE SECOND ACT. 



ACT III. 

THE QUEEN. 


o a 
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CHASTEIARD. 


Scene I .—The Queen's Chamber. Xiijht. 
Lhjhts hurninij in front of the bed. 

Enter Chastelakd and Mauy Beaton. 

MAItY BEATON. 

Be tender of your feet. 

CnA>>TKI,Altl). 

I shiill not foil: 

These ways liave light (Miougli to help a man 
That walks with such stirred blood in him as mine. 

MAKY iti;.vroN. 

I would yet plead with you to save your head : 
Jfay, let this be then ; sir, I chide you not. 

N.ay, let all come. Do not abide her yet. 

CIIASTEEAItl). 

Have you read never in French Ijooks the .song 
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Called the Duke’s Song, some boy made ages back, 
A song of drag-nets hauled across thwart seas 
And plucked up with rent sides, and caught therein 
A strange-haired woman with sad singing lips, 
t!old in the cheek like any stray of sea. 

And sweet to touch ? so that men seeing her face, 
And how she sighed, out little Ahs of pain 
And soft cries sobbing sideways from her mouth, 
Kell in hot love, and having lain with her 
Died soon ? one time I could have told it through: 
Now 1 have kissed the sea-witch on her eyes 
And my lips ache with it: but I shall sleep 
Fidl soon, and a good space of sleep. 

MAltV IIKATON. 

Alas! 


CHAsTKLARn. 

Wliat makes you sigh though I be found a fool ? 

You have no blame: and for my death, sweet friend, 
I never could have lived long either way. 

^Vhy, as 1 live, the joy I have of this 

Would make men mad that were not mad with love; 
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I hear my blood sing, and my lifted heart 
Is like a springing water blown of Avind 
For pleasure of this deed. No\\', in God’s name, 
I swear if there be danger in delight 
I must die now: if joys have deadly teeth. 

I’ll have them bite my soul to death, and end 
In the old asp’s way. Egyptian-wise^ bo killed 
In a royal purple fashion. Look, my love 
Would kill me if ray body were jmst hurt 
Of any man’s hand ; and to die thereof, 

I say, is sweeter than all sorts of life. 

I would not have her love me now, for then 
I should die meanlior some time. I am .sjife. 
Sure of her face, my life’s end in i>cr sight, 

My blood shed out abovit her feet—by (lo<l. 

My heart feels drunken Avhen I think of it. 

See you, she Avill not rid herself of me, 

Not though she slay me: her sweet li])8 and life 
Will smell of my spilt blood. 


MAnV DEATON. 
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CHASTELAED. 

Yea, and good thanka [^Exit Mary Beaton. 

Here is the very place : 

Here has her body bowed the pillows in 
And here her head thrust under made the sheet 
Smell soft of her mi.ved hair and spice : even here 
Her arms pushed b^ck the coverlet, pulled here 
Tlie golden silken curtain halfway in 
It may Ik?, and made room to lean out loosv 
I''air tender fallen arms. Now, if God would, 
Doulitless he might take pity on my soul 
To un(! 1110 three clear hours, and then red hell 
Snare me for ever : this were merciful: 

If 1 were God now I should do thus much. 

1 must die next, and this were not so hard 
For him to let me eat sweet fruit and die 
With my lijw sweet from it. For one shall have 
Tins litre for common days’^bread, which to me 
Sliould lie a touch kept always on my sen.se 
To make hell soft, yea, the keen pain of hell 
Soft as the loosening of wound arms in sleep. 

Ah, love is good, and the worst part of it 
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More than all things bat death. She will be 
here 

In some small while, and see me face to face 
That am to give up life for her and go 
■Wbere a man lies with all his loves put out 
And liis lii)6 full of earth. I think on her, 

And the old pleasure stings and makfs half-tears 
Tnder mine eyelids. Prithee, love, come fast, 

'fliat I may die soon; yea, some kisses through, 

I shall die joyfully enough, so Gotl 
Keep mo alive till then. I feel her feet 
(,’oming far off; now must I hold my heart, 

Steadying my blood to see her patiently. 

[ Ilidfs himclf by the bed. 

Enter the Queen and Darnley. 

QUE^l. 

Nay, now go back : I have sent off my folk, 

Maries and all. Pray you, let bo my hair; 

I cannot twist the gold thread out of it 

That you wound in so close. Look, here it clings : 
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Ah ! now you mar my liair unwinding it. 
Do me no hurt, sir. 


Let me stay Ijero. 


D.VUNLEY. 

I would do you ease; 


,UEEN. 

Nay, will you go, my lord ? 

PARN1.EV. 

Hh ? would you use me as a girl does fruit, 
Touched with her mouth and pulled away for game 
To look thereon ere her lips feed ? but see, 

Hy (iod, I fare the worse fur you. 

QUEEN. 

Fair sir, 

(live me this hour to wateh with and say prayers; 
You have not faith—it needs me to say prayers. 
That with commending of this deed to God 
I may got grace for it. 
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DARNLKY. 

Wliy, lacks it grace P 
Is not all wedlock gracious of itself? 

QUEEN. 

Nay, tliat I know not of. Come, sweet, be hence. 

D.\RNLEY. 

* You have a sort of jewel in your neck 
That's like mine here. 

queen. 

Keep off your hands and go : 
You have no courtesy to be a king. 

DARNEEV. 

Well, I will go : nay, but I thwart you not. 

Do as you will, and get you gnice ; farewell, 

And for my part, grace keep this watch Avith me I 
For I need grace to bear with you so much, [i’xit. 

QUEEN. 

So, he is forth. Let me behold myself; 
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I am too pale to be so hot; I marvel 
So little colour should be bold in the face 
When the blood is not quieted. I have 
But a brief space to cool my thoughts upon. 

If one should wear the hair thus heaped and curled 
Would it look best ? or this way in the neck ? 

Could one ungirdl 9 in such wise one’s heart 

\Tal:infi off Iter girdk. 
And ease it inwards as the waist is eased 
By slackening of the slid clasp on it! 

1 low soft the silk is—gracious colour too ; 

Violet shadows like new veins thrown up 
Each arm, and gold to fleck the faint sweet green 
Wliere the wrist lies thus eased. I am right glad 
I have no maids about to hasten me— 

So I will rest and see my hair shed down 
On either silk side of my woven sleeves, 

Get some new way to bind it back with—yea, 

Fair mirror-glass, I am well ware of you, 

Yea, I know that, I am quite beautiful. 

How my hair shines 1—B’air face, be friends with 
me 
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nd I will sing to you ; look in iny face 

Dw, and your moutli must help tlie song in mine. 

Alys la chdtelaine 
Voit veuir de par Seine 
Tliiebault le capitaine 
Qui jHirle aiiiei ; 

^as tliat the wind in the casement ! nay, no more 
ut the comb drawn through half my hissing hair 
aid on my arms—yet my ilesh moved at it. 

JJans via camaille 
Plus (le clou (Jilt vnille, 

Dam via cotte-maille 
Plus (le fer aussu 

th, but I wrong the ballad-verse: what’s good 
n such frayed fringes of old rhymes, to make 
Choir broken burden lag with us 7 meseems 
could be sad now if I fell to think 
The least sad thing; aye, that sweet lady’s fool. 
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Pool sorrow, would make merry with mine eyes 
For a small thing. Nay, but I will keep glad. 

Nor shall old sorrow be false friends with me. 

But my first wedding was not like to this— 

Fair faces then and laughter and sweet game. 

And a pale little mouth that clung on mine 
When I had kissed him by the faded eyes 
And either thin cheek beating with faint blood. 

Well, he Wivs sure to die soon; I do think 
He would have given his body to be slain. 

Having embraced my body. Now, God knows, 

I have no man to do as much for me 
As give me but a little of his blood 
To fill my beauty from, though I go down 
Pale to my grave for want—I think not. Pale— 

I am too pale surely—Ah 1 

[Nees him in the glass, coming foncanl. 

CHASTELARD. 

Be not afraid. 


QUEEN. 

Saint Mary 1 what a shaken wit have 11 
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Nay, is it you ? who let you through the doors 7 
Where be my maidens? which way got you in ! 
Nay, but stand up, kiss not my hands so hard ; 

By God’s &ir body, if you but breathe on them 
You are just dead and slain at once. What adder 
Has bit you mirtld’ul mad ? for by tliis light 
A man to have his head laughed ofl[ for mirth 
Is no great jest. Lay not your eyes on lye; 

What, would you not be slain ? 

CHASTELAKD. 

I pray you, madam, 

liear with me a brief sjiace and let me speak. 

I will not touch your garments even, nor 8p<!ak 
But in soft wise, and look some other way. 

If tliat it like you; for I came not here 
For pleasure of the eyes; yet, if you will. 

Let me look on you. 

QUEEN. 

As you will, fair sir. 

Give me that coif to gather in my hair— 

I thank you—and my girdle—nay, that side. 
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Speak, if you will: yet if you will be gone, 
Why, you shall go, because I hate you not. 
Yon know that I might slay you with my lips, 
With calling out ? but I will hold my peace. 

CHASTELAKD. 

Yea, do some while. I had a thing to say; 

I know not wholly wliat thing. 0 my sweet, 

I am come here to take farewell of love 
That I have st'rvcd, and life that I have lived 
Made up of love, here in the sight of you 
That all my life’s time I loved more than God, 
Who (juits me thus with bitter death for it. 
For you well know tliat I must shortly die. 
My life being wound about you as it is, 

Who love me not; yet do not hate me, sweet. 
But tell me wherein 1 came short of love; 

For doubtless I came short of a just love, 

And fell in some fool’s fault that angered you. 
Now that I talk men dig my grave for me 
Out in the rain, and in a little while 
I sliall be thrust m some sad space of eartli 
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Out of your eyes; and you, 0 you my love, 

A newly-wedded lady full of mirth 

And a queen girt with all good peoj)le’s love. 

You shall be fair and merry in all your da} s. 

Is this so much for me to have of you ? 

Do but spedk, sweet: I know these are no words 
A man should say though he worc,now to die, 

Dut I am as a ehild for love, and have 

i\o strength at heart; yea, I am afniid to die, 

h'or the harsh dust will lie upon my face 

Too thick to see you past. Look how 1 lov<' y(iu ; 

I did so love you always, (hat your I'ace 
Seen through my sleep has wrung mine eyes to tears 
For pure delight in yoii. Why do you tints 
You answer not, but your lips curl in twain 
And your face moves; there, I shall mtike yon 
weej) 

And be a coward too; it were much best 
I should be slain. 


yiEKN. 

Yea, best such folk were shiin ; 


II 
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Why should they live to cozen fools with lies ? 

You would swear now you have used me faithfully; 
Shall I not make you swear ? I am ware of you : 

You will not do it; nay, for the fear of God 
You wiU not swear. Come, I am merciful; 

God made a foolish woman, making me. 

And I have loved your mistress with whole heart; 

Say you do love her, you shall marry her 
And she give thanks: yet I could wish your love 
Had not so lightly chosen forth a face; 

For your fair sake, because I hate you not. 

CIIASTKr.AIiD. 

What is to say ? why, you do surely know 
That since my days were counted for a man’s 
I have loved you; yea, how past help and sense. 
Whatever thing was bitter to my love, 

I have loved you; how when I rode in war 
Your face went floated in among men’s helms, 

Your voice went through the shriek of slipping swords; 
Yea, and I never have loved women well. 

Seeing always in my sight I had your lips 
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Cxirled over, red and s^veet; and the wift ajvice 
Of carven brows, and splendour of great throat 
Swayed lily-mse : what plejisure sliould one have 
To wind his arms about a lesser love ? 

I have seen you ; why, this were joy enough 
For God’s eyes up in heaven, only to see 
. And to come never nearer than I ain. 

Why, ifwas in my llesh, iny bone and blood, 

Hound in my brain, to love you; yea, and writ 
All my heart over : if I would lie to you 
I doubt I could not lie. Ah, you see now. 

You know now well enough ; yea, there, sweet love. 
Let me kiss there. 

(^I'KEN. 

I love you best of them. 

Clasp me quite round till your lips cleave on mine, 
False mine, that did you wrong. Forgive tliein 
dearly. 

As you are sweet to them; for by love's love 
I am not that evil woman in my heart 
That laughs at a rent faith. 0 Chastelard, 

Since this was broken to me of your new love 

II 2 
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I have not seen the fiice of a sweet hour. 

Nay, if there be no pardon in a man, 

What shall a woman have for loving him ? 

Pardon me, sweet 

CHASTELAIiD, 

Yea, so I pardon you, 

And this side now f the first way. Would God please 
To slay me so! who knows how he might please ? 
-Now [ am thinking, if you know it not. 

How I might kill you, kiss your breath clean out, 

.\nd take your soul to bring mine through to God, 
That our two souls might close and be one twain 
()r a twain one, and GckI himself want skill 
To set us either severally apart. 

O, you must overlive mo many years, 

And many years my soul be in waste hell; 

Put when some time God can no more refrain 
To lay death like a kiss across your lips. 

And great lords bear you clothed with funeral tilings. 
And your crown girded over deadly brows, 

Then after all your happy reach of life 
For pity you sliall touch me with your eyes, 
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Remembering love was fellow with my flesh 
Here in sweet earth, and make me well of love 
And heal my many years with piteousness. 

QUEEN. 

You talk too sadly and too feignedly. 

* 

CHASTELARD. 

Too sad, but not too feigned; I am sad 
That I shall die here without feigning tlius; 

And without feigning I were fain to live. 

QUEEN. 

.\las, you will be taken pre.sently 

And then you are but dead. Pray you get hcnee. 

CHASTELARD. 

I will not. 


QUEEN. 

Nay, for God’s love be away; 

You will be slain and I get shame. God’s mercy ! 
You were stark mad to come here ; kiss me, sweet. 
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Oh, 1 do love you more than all men I yea, 

Take my lips to you, close mine eyes up fast. 

So you leave hold a little; there, for pity. 

Abide now, and to-morrow come to me. 

Nay, lest one see red kisses in my throat— 

Dear God 1 what shall I give you to bo gone ? 

CHA-STELARD. 

I will not go. I>ook, here’s full night grown up; 
Why should I seek to sleep away from here ? 

The place is soft and the lights burn for sleep; 
Be not you moved; I shall lie well enough. 

QUEEN. 

You are utterly imdono. Sweet, by my life. 

You shall l>o saved with taking ship at once. 

For if you shiy this foolish love’s hour out 
There is not ten days’ likely life in you. 

This is no choice. 


CHASTELARD. 

Nay, for I will not go. 
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Ql’EEN. 

0 me! this is that Bayard’s blood of yours 
That makes you mad; yea, and you sliall not stay. 
I do not understand. Mind, you must dio. 

Alas, poor lord, you have no sense of me; 

I shall be deadly to you. 

ClIASTELARE. 

Yea, I saw that; 

But I saw not that when my dcatii’s day came 
You could be quite so siveet to me. 

QfEEN. 

•My love! 

If I could kiss my heart’s root out on you 
You would taste love hid at the core of me. 

CIIASTELARD. 

Kiss mo twice more. This beautiful bowed head 
That has such hair with kissing ripples in 
And shivering soil eyelashes and brows 
With fluttered blood 1 but laugh a little, sweetly, 
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That I may see your sad mouth’s laughing look 
I have used sweet hours in seeing. 0, will you 
weep ? 

I pray you do not weep. 

QUEKN. 

Nay, dear, 1 have 

No tears in me; I never shall weep much, 

1 think, in all my life ; I have wept for wrath 
Homotimcs and for mere pain, but for love’s pity 
1 cannot weep at all. I would to (iod 
You loved me loss; I give you all I can 
For all this love of yours, and yet I am sure 
I sliall live out the sorrow of your death 
And be glad afterwards. You know I am sorry. 

I should weep now; forgive m<,“ for your part, 

(iod made me hard, I think. Alas, you see 
I had fain been other than I am. 

Cn.\STEI.ARr). 

I'ea, love. 

Comfort yoiu- heart. Wiat way am I to die ? 
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(Jl'EEN. 

All, will you go yet, sweet ? 

CHASTELARD. 

No, by (>V)d’3 bo'dy. 

You will not see ? how shall 1 make you see ? 

Look, it may be love was a sort of cyrse 
Made for my plague and mi.xed rip with my days 
Somewise in their licginniiig; or indceil 
A bitter birth begotten of sad stars 
At mine own body’s birtli, that heaven might 
make 

My life taste sharp where other men drank sweet; 

But whether in heavy body or broken soul, 

I know it must go on to bo my death. 

There was the matter of my fate in me 
When I was faaliioned first, and given such life 
goes with a sad end; no ftiult but God’s. 

Yea, and for all this 1 am not penitent: 

You see I am perfect in those sins of mine, 

I have my sins writ in a book to read; 

Now I shall die and bo well done with this. 
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Enter Darnley, and afterwards the JIarif.s. 


PARNLEY. 

Yea, what thing is here ? 
Ay, this was what tlie doors shut fast uiion— 

Ay, trust you to be fast at prayer, my sweet ? 

By God I have a mind- 

CIIASTFXARD. 

What mind then, sir ? 

A liar’s lewd mind, to coin sins for jest. 

Because you take me in such wise as this? 

Look you, I have to die soon, and I swear. 

That am no liar but a free knight and lord, 

[ shall die clear of any sin to you, 

Save that I came for no good will of mine; 

I am no carle, I play fair games with faith. 

And by mine honour for my sake I swear 
I say but truth; for no man’s sake save mine. 

Lest I die shamed. Madam, I pray you siiy 
I am no liar ; you know me what I am, 

A sinful man and shortly to be slain. 
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That in a simple insolence of love 

Have stained with a fool’s eyes your holy hours 

And with a fool’s words put your pity out; 

Nathless you know if I be liar or no, 

Wherefore for God’s sake give me grace to swear 
(Yea, for mine too) how past all praise you are 
And stainless of ah shame; and how all men 
Lie, saying you are not most good and innocent, 

Yea, the one thing good as God. 

DAItNLEY. 

0 sir, we know 

You can swear well, being taken; you fair French 
Dare swallow God’s name,for a lewd love-sake 
As it were water. Nay, wo know, we know; 

Have yoiu sweet breath now lest you hrck it soon; 

We are simple, we; we have not heard of you. 

Madam, by God you are well shamed in him : 

Ay, trust you to be fingering in one’s face, 

Play with one’s neck-chain ? ah, your maiden’s 
man, 

A relic of your jieople’s 1 
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Hold your peace, 

Or I will set an edge on your own lie 

Shall scar yourself. Madam, have out your guard; 

’Tis time I were got hence. 


Ql'EEN. 

Sweet Hamilton, 

Hold you my hand and help me to sit down. 

O Henry, I am beaten from my wit.s— 

Let me have time and live; call out my people— 
Bring forth some armeel guard to lay hold on 
him : 

But see no man be slain. Sirs, hide your swords; 

I will not have men slain. 


DARNLEV. 

What, is this true ? 

Call the queen’s people—help the qvieen there, 
you— 

IIo, airs, come in. 




ACT IV. 


M U K li A V. 
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Scene l.—The Queen's Lodging at St. 

The Queen and the four Mauu-s. 

QUEEN. 

Why will you break my heart with praying to me t 
You Seyton, you Carmichael, you have wits, 

You are not all run to tears; you do not think 
It is my wrath or will tliat whets this axe 
Against his neck ? 

MART SEITON. 

Nay, tlicso three weeks agone 
I said the queen’s wrath was not sharp enough 
To shear a neck. 

QUEEN. 

Sweet, and you did me right. 
And look you, what my mercy bears to fruit, 

Danger and deadly speech and a fresh fault 
Before the first was cool in people’s lips; 

A goodly mercy: and I wash hands of it.— 

I 2 
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Speak you, there; have you ever found me sharp ? 
You weep and wjiisper with sloped necks and heads 
Like two sick birds; do you think shame of me ? 

Nay, I thank God none can think shame of me; 

But am I bitter, think you, to men’s faults ? 

I think I am too merciful, too meek : 

Why if I could I would yet save this man; 

’Tisjust boy’s madness; a soft stripe or two 
Would do to scourge the fault in his French blood. 

I would fain let him go. You, Hamilton, 

You have a heart thewed harder than my heart; 

When mine would threat it sighs, and wrath in it 
lias a bird’s flight and station, starves before 
It can well feed or fly: my pulse of wrath 
Sounds tender as tlie running down of tears. 

You are the hardest woman I have known. 

Your blood has frost and cruel gall in it, 

You hold men olF with bitter lips and eyes— 

Such maidens should serve England; now, perfay, 

I doubt yot^ would have got him slain at once. 

Come, would you not ? come, would you let him live ? 
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MARY HAMILTON. 

Yes—I think yes; I cannot tell; maybe 
I would have seen him punished. 

OUEKN. 

Look you now, 

There’s maiden mercy; I would hi^e him livi'— 
For all my wifehtXHl maybe I weep too : 

Here’s a mere maiden falls to slaying at once, 

Small shrift for her ; God keep us I'rom such hearts! 
1 am a (juecii too that would have him live. 

But one tliat has no wrong and is no (piecn. 

She would—What are you siiying there, you twain ! 

MARY CARMICllAKL. 

1 said a (jueen’.s face and so fair an one’s 
Would lose no grace for giving grace away; 

That gift comes back upon the mouth it left 
And makes it sweeter, and sets fresh red on it. 

(iUEEN. 

This comes of sonnets when the dance draws breath ; 
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Tlim* talking times will#nake a dearth of grace. 

But you—^ivhat ails you that your lips are shut ? 
Weep, if you will; here are four friends of yours 
I’o weep as fast for pity of your tears. 

Do you desire him dead? nay, but men say 
Ho w ;iH your friend, he fought them on your side. 

Ho made you songa—God knows what songs he made! 
Speak you for him a little: will you not 1 


MARY BEATON. 

Madam, I have no words. 

QUEEN. 

No words ? no pity— 

I lave you no mercies for such men ? God help! 

It seems I am the meekest heart on earth— 

Yi'a, the one tender woman left alive. 

And knew it not. I will not let him live, 

For all my pity of him. 

MARY BE.MON. 

Nay, but, madam. 

For God’s love look a little to this thing. 
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If you do day him you are but shamed to death; 
All men will cry upon you, women weep, 

Turning your sweet name Bitter with their tears; 
Rod shame grow up out of your memorj’ 

And bum his fisice that would speak well of you: 
You shall have no good word nor pity, none, 

Till some such end be fallen upon you; nay, 

I am but cold, I knew I had no words, 

I will keep silence. 

QUEEN. 

Yea now, ns I live, 

I wist not of it: troth, he shall not die. 

See you, I am pitiful, compa-ssionatc, 

1 would not have men dain for my love’.s sake. 

But if he live to do me three times wrong. 

Why then my shame would grow up green and rod 
Bike any flower. I am not w'hole at heart; 

’ In faith, I wot not what such thitigs should he ; 

I doubt it is but dangerous ; he must die. 

MAHY BEATON. 

Yea, but you will not slay him. 
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QUE£N. 

Swear me that, 

I’ll say he sliall not die for your oath’s sake. 

What will you do for grief when he is dead ? 

MARY BEATO.V. 

Nothing for grief, b\it hold my jieace and die. 

(JIIEK.M. 

Why, for your sweet stike one might let him live ; 
Hut the tirst fault was a green seed of shame, 

And now the flower, and de.adly fruit will come 
With apple-time in autumn. By my life, 

1 would they had slain him there in Edinburgh; 

But I rcjjricve him ; lo the thank I get, 

'Fo set the lia.S4‘ folk muttering like smoked bee.s 
Of shame and love, and how love comes of shame, 
.Vnd how the ([ueeu loves shame that comes of love; 
Yet I say nought and go aliout my ways, 

And tills mad fellow that I respited 
Being forth and free, lo now the second time 
Ye take him by my bed in wait. Now see 
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If I can get goodwill to pardon him; 

With what a face may I crave leave of men 
To respite him, being young and a good knight 
And mad for perfect love ? shall I go say, 

Dear lords, because ye took him shamefully, 

Let him not die; because his fault is foul, 

Let him not die ; because if he do live, 

I shall he held a harlot of all men, 

/ pray you, sweet sirs, that he may not die ? 

MARY HEATON. 

Madam, for me I would not have him live; 

Mine own heart’s life was ended with nty fame, 
And my life’s breath will shortly follow them ; 
So that I care not much; for you wot well 
I have lost love and shame and fame and all 
To no good end ; nor while he had his life 
Have 1 got good of him that was my love, 

Save that for courtesy (which may God quit) 
lie kissed me once as one might kiss for love 
Gut of great pity for me; saving this, 

He never did me grace in all his life. 
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And when you have slain him, madam, it may be 
I shall get grace of him in some new way 
In a new place, if God have care of us. 

' . QUEEN. 

Bid you my brother to me presently. [Exeunt Makies. 

And yet the thing is pitiful; I would 

There were some way. To send him overseas, 

Out past the long firths to the cold keen sea 
Where the sharp sound is that one hears up here— 

Or hold him in strong prison till he died— 

Ho would die shortly—or to set him free 
And use him softly till his brains were healed— 

There is no way. Now never while I live 
Shall we twain love together any more 
Nor sit at rhyme as we were used to do. 

Nor each kiss other only with the eyes 
A great way off ore hand or lip could reach ; 

There is no way. 

Enter Murkat. 


0, you are welcome, sir; 
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You know what need I have ; but I praise heaven, 
Having such need, I have such help of you. 

I do believe no queen God ever made 
Was better holpen than I look to be. 

What, if two brethren love not heartily, 

Who shall be good to either one of them ? 

lURRAT. 

Madam, I have great joy of your good will. 

QUEEN. 

I pray you, brother, use no courtesies: 

I have some fear you will not suffer me 
When I shall speak. Fear is a fool, 1 think, • 

Yet hath he wit enow to fool my wits. 

Being but a woman’s. Do not answer me 
Till you shall know ; yet if you have a word 
I ^hall be fain to hear it; but I think 
There is no word to help me; no man’s word : 
There be two things yet that should do mo good, 

A speeding arm and a great heart. My lord, 

I am soft-spirited as women are, 
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And ye wot well I have no harder heart: 

Yea, with my will I would not slay a thing, 
But all should live right sweetly if I might; 
So that man’s blood-spilling lies hard on me. 

I have a work yet for m in e honour’s sake, 

A thing to do, Grod wot I know not how. 

Nor how to crave it of you: nay, by heaven, 
I will not shame myself to show it you« 

I have not heart.* 


MURRAY. 

Why, if it may be done 
With any honour, or with good men’s excuse, 
I shall well do it. 

QUEEN. 

I would I wist that well. 
Sir, do you love me ? 

MURRAY. 

Yea, you know I do. 

QUEEN. 

In laith, you should well love me, for I love 
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The least man in your following for your sake 
With a whole sister’s heart. 

MUREtAY. 

Speak simply, madam; 
I must obey you, being your bounden man. 

QUEEN. 

» Sir, so it is you know what things have been. 

Even to the endangering of mine innocent name. 
And by no fault, but by men’s evil will; 

If Chastelard have trial openly, 

I am but shamed. 

MURRAY. 

This were a wound indeed, 

If your good name should lie upon his lip. 

QUEEN. 

1 will the judges put him not to plead. 

For my fame’s sake; he shall not answer them. 

MURRAY. 

What, think you he will speak against your fame 7 
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QUEEN. 

I know not; men might feign belief of him 
For hate of me; it may be he will speak; 
In brief, I will not have him held to proof. 


MUniUT. 

Well, if this be, what good ia to be done ? 


QUEEN. 

Is there no way but ho must speak to them. 
Being had to trial plainly ? 

MURRAY. 

I think, none. 

QUEEN. 

Now mark, my lord; I swear he will not apeak. 
MURRAY. 

It were tlie beat if you could make that sure. 

QUEEN. 

There ia one way. Look, sir, he shall not do it: 
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Shall not, or will not, either is one way; 

I speak as I would have you understand. 

uuniL\r. 

Is 2 t me uot guess at you; speak certaiply. 

QUKtJJ. 

You will not mind me : let him be removed; 
Take means to get me surety: tlicrc l>e means. 

iiunitAY. 

So, in your mind, I have to shiy Uie man ? 

^ QrKKS. 

Is there a mean for me to save the man ? 

MUllJUV. 

Truly 1 see no mean except your love. 


QUKEN. 

What love is that, my lord 7 what think you of. 
Talking of love and of love’s mean in me 
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And of your guesses and of slaying him ? 

Why, I say nought, have nouglit to say: God help me! 
i bid you but take surety of the man. 

Get him removed. 


MURItAV. 

Come, come, be clear with me ; 
You bid me to despatch him privily. 


yUKKN. 

God send mo sufferance 1 I bid you, sir ! 

Nay, do not go: what matter if I did ? 
Nathless I never bade you; no, by God. 

Be not so wroth ; you are my brother horn ; 
Wliy do you dwell u{)on me with such eyes ? 
Kor love of God you should not bear me hard. 

Mi'nn.w. 

What, are you made of flesh P 

QUEEN. 


0, now I see 



8C1U1 I.] 


CHASTELAUD. 




You had rather lose your wits to do me harm 
Than keep sound wits to help me. 

MURRAT. 

It is right Strang*'; 

The worst man living hath some fear, some love, 

Holds somewhat dear a little for life’s sjike, 

Keeps fast to some compassion; you have none; 

You know of nothing that remembrance knows 
To make you tender. I must slay the man ! 

Nay, I will do it. 

gt’KE.V. 

Do, if you be not mad, 

I am sorry for him; and he must needs die. 

I would I were assured you hate me not: 

I have no he.art to slay him by my will. 

I pray you think not bitterly of me. 

ML'RRAr. 

Is it your pleasure such a thing were done 7 

QUEEN. 

Yea, by God’s body is it, certainly. 
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MUBBAY. 

Nay, for your love then, and for honour’s sake, 
This thing must be. 


QUEEN. 

Yea, should I set you on ? 
Even for my love then, I beseech you, sir. 

To seek him out, and l&st he prate of me 
To put your knife into him ere he come forth: 
Mescems this were not such wild work to do. 

MunrtAY. 

I’ll have him in the prison taken off. 

QUEEN. 

I am bounden to you, even for ray name’s sake, 
\Mien that is done. 


MUBRAY. 

I pray you fear me not. 

Farewell. I would such things were not to do, 
Or not for mo; yea, not for any man. 


[Exit. 
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QUEEN. 

Alas, what honour have I to give thanks ? 

I would ho had denied me: I had held my peace 
Thenceforth for ever; but he wrung out the wonl. 
Caught it before my lip, was fain of it— 

It was his fault to put it in my mind. 

Yea, and to feign a loathing of his fault. 

Now is he about devising my love’s deatl). 

And nothing loth. Nay, since he must needs die. 
Would he were dead and come alive again 
And I might keep him safe. He doth live now 
And I may do wliat love I will f.o him ; 

But by to-morrow he will bo sUirk dead. 

Stark slain and dead ; and for no sort of love 
Will ho so much as kiss me half a kiss. 

Were this to do I would not do it again. 

lle-tnter MuiiiiAV. 

What, have you taken order ? is it done ? 

It were impossible to do so soon. 

Nay, answer me. 

K 2 
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Madam, I wiU not do it. 


QUEEN, 

How did you say ? I pray, sir, speak again: 

1 know not what you said. 

lURRAY. 

I say I will not; 

1 have thought thereof, and have made up my heart 
To have no part in this : look you to it. 


QUEEN. 

0, for God’s sake I you will not have me shamed ? 

MURRAY. 

I will not dip my hand into your sin. 

QUEEN. 

It were a good deed to deliver me; 

I am but woman, of one blood witli you, 

A feeble woman; put me not to shame; 
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I pray you of your pity do me right 
Yea, and no fleck of blood shall cleave to you 
For a just deed. 


MUItlUT. 

I know not: I will none. 

QVEEN. 

0, you will never let him speak to them 
To put me in such shame ? why, I sliould die 
Out of pure shame and mine own burning blood; 
Yea, my face feels the shame lay hold on it, 

I am half burnt already in my thought; 

Take pity of me. Think how sliame slays a man ; 
How sliall 1 live then ? would you have me dead ? 

I pray you for our dead dear father’s sake. 

Let not men mock at me. Nay, if lie 8j)eak, 

I shall be sung in mine own towns. Have pity. 
•What, will you let men stone me in the ways ? 

MUnRAV. 

Madam, I shall take pains tile best I may 
To save your honour, and what thing lieth in me 
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That will I do, but no doae manslajings. 

I will not have God’s judgment gripe my throat 

When I am dead, to hale me into hell 

For a man’s sake slain on this wise. Take hoed. 

See you to that. [Exit. 

QUEEN. 

One of you maidens there 
Hid my lord hither. Now by Mary’s soul. 

He shall not die and bring me into shame. 

There’s treason in you like a fever, hot. 

My holy-natured brother, cheek and eye; 

You look red through with it; sick, honour-sick, 
Specked with the blain of treason, leper-likc— 

A .scrupulous fair traitor with clean lips— 

If one should sue to hell to do him good 
He were as brotherly holpon as I am. 

This man must live and say no harm of me ; 

I may reprieve and cast him forth ; yea, so— 

This were the best; or if he die midway— 

Yea, anything, so that he die not here. 

[To the Maries within. 

Fetch hither Damley. Nay, ye gape on me— 
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What, doth he deep, or feeds, or plays at games ? 
Why, I would see him; I am weary for liis sake; 
Bid my lord in.—Nathless he will but chide; 

Nay, fleer and laugh: what should one say to him t 
There were some word if one could hit on it; 

Some way to close with him: I wot not.-Sir, 

Enter Dabklivi. 

Please it your love 1 have a suit to you. 

DARNLEY. 

What sort of suit ? 

gUEEN. 

Nay, if you be not friends— 

I have no suit towards mine enemies. 

DARNLEY. 

Eh, do I look now like your enemy ? 

QUEEN. 

You have a way of peering under brow 
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1 do not like. If you see anything 
Ju me that irks you I will painfully 
Jjabour to lose it: do but show me favour, 

And as I am your faitbftil humble wife 
This foolishness shall be removed in me. 

DABNLEY. 

, *■ 

Why do you laugh and mock me with stretched 
hands? 

Faith, I see no such thing. 

QtJEEH. 

That is well seen. 

('ome, I will take my heart between my lipe, 

Use it not hardly. Sir, my suit begins; 

That you would please to make me that I am, 

(la sooth I think I am) mistress and queen 
t)f mine own people. 

DAHKLET. 

Why, this is no suit; 

Tliis is a simple matter, and your own. 
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QUEEK. 

It w«, before God made you king of me. 

DARNLET. 

No king, by Grod's grace; were I such a king 
I’d sell my kingdom for six roods of rye. 

QUEEN. 

►You are too sharp upon my words; I would 
Have leave of you to free a man condemned. 

DARNLET. 

WTiat man is that, sti’eet 7 

QUEEN. 

Such a mad poor mai 
As God desires us use not cruelly. 

DARNLET. 

Is^hete no name a man may cai!hhlW>y ? 

QUEEN. 

Nay, my &ir master, what fair game is this 7 
Why, yon do know him, it is Chasteiard. 
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DABJOir. 

Ay, U it Bootbfy ? 

_ QUEEN. 

By my life, it ie; 

Sweet, as you tender me, so pardon him. 

DAHNLKY. 

As he doth tender you, so pardon me; 
For if it were the mean to save my life 
He should not live a day. 


QUEEN. 

Nay, shall not he ? 

DARNLEY. 

Look what an evil wit old Fortune hath: 

Why, I came here to get his-time cut off. 

This second feult is meat for lewd men’s mouths; 
You were best have him slain at once: 'tis hot 

QUEEN. 

Give me the warrant, and sit down, my lord. 
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Why, I will sign it; what, I understand 

How this must be. Should not my name stand here ? 

DARNLET. 

Yea, there, and here the seal. 

QDEEN. 

Ay, sb you say. 

^Shall I say too what I am thinking of? 


Do, if you will. 


DABNLEY. 


QUEES. 

I do not like your suit. 


DARNLEY. 

’Tis of no Frenchman fashion. 

QUEEN. 

No, God wot; 

Tis nowise great men’s fiuhion in' French land 
To dap a headsman’s taberd on their backs. 
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No, madam ? 


DAENLET. 


QUEEN, 

No; I never wist of that. 

Is it a month gone I did call you lord ? 

I chose you by no straying stroke of sight, 

But with my heart to love you heartily. 

Did I wrong then ? did mine eye draw my heart ? 
I know not; sir, it may be I did wrong: 

And yet to see you I should call it right 
Even yet to love you; and would choose again. 
Again to choose you. 


DARNLEY. 

There, I love you too; 
Take that for sooth, and let me take this hence. 

QUEEN. 

0, do you think I hold you off with words ? 
Why, take it then; there is my handwriting, 
And here the hand that you shall slay him with. 
’Tis a &ir hand, a maiden-coloured one: 
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!l doubt yet it baa never slain a man. 

You never fought yet save for game, I wia 
Nay, thank me not, but have it from my sight; 

Go and make haste for fear he be got forth: 

It may be such a man is dangerous; 

Who knows what friends he liath ? and by my faitli 
I doubt he hath seen some fighting, 14o fear 
He hath foiight and shed men’s blood; ye are wise 
men 

That will not leave such dangerous things alive; 

'Twere well he died the sooner for your sakes. 

Pray you make haste; it is not fit he live. 

DARNLEY. 

^ What, will you lot him die so easily ? 

QUEEN. 

WTjy, God have mercy! what way should one take 
To please such people 7 there’s some cunning way, 
Something I miss, out of my simple soul. 

What, must one say “ Beseech you do no harm,” 

Or “for my love, sweet cousins, be not hard,” 
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Or “let him live but till the vane come round"— 
Will such things please you ? well then, hare your 
way; 

Sir, I deeire you, kneeling down with tears, 

With sighs and tears, feir sir, require of you, 
Considering of my lore I bear this man, 

Just for my love’s sake let him not be hanged 
Before the sundown; do thus much for me, 

To have a queen’s prayers follow after you. 

DABSLEY. 

I know no need for you to gibe at me. 


QUEEN. 

Alack, what heart then shall I have to jest ? 
Tliere is no woman jests in such a wise— 
For the shame’s sake I pray you hang him not. 
Seeing how I love him, save indeed in silk, 
Sweet twisted silk of my sad handiwork. 

Nay, and you will not do so much for me ; 
You vex your lip, biting the blood and all: 
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IVere this so hard, and jon compassionate ? 

; am in sore case then, and will weep indeed. 

DABHLET. 

Wliat do you mean to cast such gibes at me ? 

QUEEN, 

Woe’s me, and will you turn my tears*,^ thorns ? 
•Nay, set your eyes a little in my face; 

See, do I weep ? what will you make of me f 
Will you not swear I love this prisoner ? 

Te are wise, and ye will have it; yet for me 
I wist not of it. We arc but feeble foob, 

And love may catch us when we lie asleep 
And yet God knows we know not this a whit 
^ Come, look on me, swear you believe it not; 

It may be 1 will take your word for that. 

DARNLEY. 

Do you not love him ? nay, but verily 7 

QUEEN. 

Now then, make answer to me verily, 
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Which of U8 twain ia wiser ? for my part 
I will not swear I love not, if yon will; 

Ye be wise men and many men, my lords, 

And ye will have me love him, ye will swear 
That I do love him; who shall say ye lie ? 

Look on your paper; maybe I have wept: 
Doubtless I love jour hanged man in my heart. 
What, is the writing smutched or gone awry ? 

Or blurred—ay, surely so much—with one tear. 
One little sharp tear strayed on it by chance ? 
Come, come, the man is deadly dangerous; 

Let him die presently. 


DARNLKY. 

You do not love him; 
Well, yet he need not die; it wore right hard 
To hang the fool because you love him not. 

QUEEN. 

You have keen wits and thereto courtesy 
To catch me with. No, let this man not die; 
It were no such perpetual praise to you 
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To be hiii doomsman and in doglike wise 
Bite hi» brief life in twain. 

DARNLEY. 

Truly it were not. 

QUEEN. 

Then for your honour and my love «f you 
(Oh, I do love you 1 but you know not, sweet, 
You shall see how mucli), think you for their Hiikr 
He may go free ? 

DARNLEY. 

How, freely forth of us ! 

But yet he loves you, and being mad with love 
Makes matter for base mouths U) chew upon : 
’Twere best he live not yet. 

QUEEN. 

Will you ady ihat.^ 
DARNLEY. 

Why should he live to breed you bad re]M)rtN 
Let him die first 
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QUEEN. 

Sweet, for your bbb.« 5, not so. 


DARNLEY. 

Fret not yourself to pity; let him die. 

QUEEN. 

Come, let him live a little; it shall be 
A grace to us. 


DARNLEY. 

By God he dies at once. 

QUEEN. 

Now, by God's motlier, if I respite him. 

Though you were all the race of you in one 
And had more tongues than hairs to cry on me 
He should noj lose a hair. 

DARNLEY. 

This is mere mercy— 

But you thank God you love him not a whit 7 
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QUEEN. 

[t shall be wjjat it please ; and if I please 
It shall be anything. G ive me the warrant. 

DARNLEV. 

Nay, for your sake and love of you, not I, 

To m^e it dangerous. 


QUEEN. 

0, God's pity, sir I 
You are tender of me; will you serve me so. 
Against mine own will, shew mo so much love. 

Do me good service that I loath being done, 

Out of pure pity ? 

DARNI.EY. 

Nay, your word shall stand. 

QUEEN. 

What makes you gape so bcastlike after Idood 7 
Were you not bred up on some hangman’s hire 
And dieted with fleshmeats at his hand 
And fed into a fool 7 Give me that paper. 

L 1 
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DARNLKT. 

Now for that wdlrd I will not. 

QUEEN. 

Nay, sweet love, 

For your own sake bo just a little wise; 

Come, I beseech yeu. 

DAUNLEY. 

Pluck not at my hands. 

QUEEN. 

No, that I will not: I am brain-broken, mad ; 
Pity my madness for sweet marriage-sake 
And my great love’s; I love you to say tliis; 

I woidd not have you cross me, out of love. 

But for true love should I not chafe indeed ? 
And now I do not. 


DARNLEY. 

Yea, and late you chid. 

You chafed and jested and blew soft and hard— 
No, for that “ fool ” you shall not fool me so. 
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You are no churl, sweet, will you see the weep ? 
Look, I weep now ; be friends with my poor tears. 
Think each of them beseeches you of love 
And hath some tongue to cry on you for love 
And speak soft things; for that which loves not yo 
Is none of mine, not though tliey grow of grief 
And grief of you; bo not too hard with them. 

You would not of your own heart slay a man; 

Nay, if you will, in God’s name make mo weep, 

1 will not hate you ; but at heart, swoct lord, 

Bo not at heart my sweet heart's enemy. 

If I had many mighty men to friend 
I would not plead too lovingly with you 
To have your love. 


DARNLET. 

"NMiy, yet you have my love. 

QUEEN. 

Alas, what shall mine enemies do to me 
If I be used so hardly of my friends 7 
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Come, sir, you hate me; yet for all your hate 
You cannot hav# such heart. 

DABNUEV. 

AVhat sort of heart 7 
I have no heart to be used shamefully 
If you mean that,, 

QUEEN. 

Would God I loved you not; 

You are too hard to be used lovingly. 

DARNLEV. 

You are moved too much for such a little love 
As you bear me. 

QUEEN. 

God knows you do me wrong ; 

God knows the heart, sweet, that I love you with. 

Hark you, fair sir. I’d have all well with you ; 

Do you not fear at sick men’s time of night 
What end may come ? are you so sure of heart 7 
Is not your spirit surprisable in sleep 7 
Have you no evil dreams 7 Nay, look you, love, 
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I will not b mg off you heurt and iuuid, 

I am no snake : but tell me for your love 
Have you no fancies how these things will end 
In the pit's mouth t how all life-deeds will look 
At the grave's edge that lets men into liell 1 
For my part, who am weak and woman-eyed, 

It turns my soul to tears : I doubt ^his blood 
Fallen on our laces when we twain are dead 
Will scar and burn them : yea, for heaven is sweet. 
And loves sweet deeds that smell not of spilt blood. 
Let us not kill: God that made mercy first 
Pities the pitiful for their deed’s sake. 

DAHNLEY. 

Get you some painting; with a cheek like this 
You’ll find no faith in listeners. 

QfEEN. 

How, fair lord t 


DARNLEY. 

I say that looking with this face of yours 
None shall believe you holy; what, you talk, 
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Take mercy in your mouth, eat holiness, 

Put (iod under your tongue and feed on heaven, 
With fear and faith and—faith, I know not what— 
And look as though you stood and saw men slain 
To make you game and laughter: nay, your eyes 
Threaten as unto blood. What will you do 
'I'o make men take yotu" sweet word f pitiful— 

You are ])itiful as lie that’s hired for death 
And loves the slaying yet better than the hire. 

giEEX. 

You an- wise that live to threat and tell me so; 

Do yon love life too much ? 

DABNLEY. 

0, now you are sweet, 

h’ight tender now: you love not blood nor death. 
You are too tender. 


QUEEN. 

Yea, too weak, too soft: 

Iweet, do not mock me, for my love’s sake; see 
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How soft a thing I am. Will you be hard ? 

The heart you have, has it no sort of fear ? 

DAR.VLEV. 

Take off your hand and let me go my way 
And do my deed, and when the doing is past 
[ will come home and teach you tender things 
Dut of my love till you forget my wrath. 

[ will be angry when I see good need, 

And will grow gentle after, fear not that; 

Tou sliall get no wrong of my wrongdoing. 

So I take leave. 

Ql'EEN. 

Take what you will; take all 
You have taken half my heart away with words: 
Take all I have, and take no leave; I have 
No leave to give: yea, shortly shall lack leave, 

I think, to live j but I crave none of you; 

I would have none: yet for the love I have. 

If I get ever a mean to show it you, 

I pray God put you some day in my hand 
That you may take that too. 
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DABHLET. 

Well, as he please; 

€rod keep you in such love; and so fareweU. [Exit. 
QUEEN. 

So fare I as your lover, but not well— 

Ah sweet, if God^be ever good to me 

To put you in my hand! I am come to shame; 

Let me think now, and let my wits not go; 

God, for dear mercy, let me not forget 

Why I should be so angry; the dull blood 

Beats at my face and blinds me—I am chafed to death, 

And I am shamed; I aliall go mad and die. 

Timly I think I did kneel down, did pray. 

Yea, weep (who knows ?) it may be—ah for that 
Yea, if I wept not, this was blood brake forth 
And burnt mine eyelids; I will have blood back, 

And wash them cool in the hottest of his heart. 

Or I will slay myself: I caimot tell: 

I have given gold for brass, and lo the pay 
Cleaves to my fingers: there’s no way to mend— 

Not while life stays; would God that it were gone I 
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The fool will feed upon my fame and laugh ; 

Till one seal up hie tongue and lips with blood, 
lie carries half my honour and good name 
Between his teeth. Lord God, mine head will fail 1 
When have I done thus since I was alive 7 
And these ill times will deal but ill with me— 

My old love slain, and never a new to help, 

And my wits gone, and my blithe use of life. 

And all the grace was with me. Love—perchance 
If I save love I shall well save myself 
I could find heart to bid him take such fellows 
And kill them to my hand. I was the fool 
To sue to these and shame myself: God knows 
I was a queen bom, I will hold their heads 
Here in my hands for thia Which of you waits 7 

Enter Maby Beaton and Mary Cabmichabl. 

No maiden of them 7—what, no more than this 7 

MARY CARMICHAEL. 

Madam, the lady Seyton is gone forth ; 

She is ill at heart with watchinf^- 
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QUEEN. 

Ay, at heart— 

All girls must have such tender sides to the heart 
They break for one night’s watching, ache to death 
For an hour’s pity, for a half-hour’s love— 

Wear out before the watches, die by dawn, 

And ride at nooruto burial. God’s my pity! 

Where’s Hamilton 7 dotli she ail too ? at heart, 

I warrant her at heart 

MARY BEATON. 

I know not, madam. 

QUEEN. 

What, sick or dead 7 I am well holpen of you: 

Come hither to me. WTiat pale blood you have—• 

Is it for fear you turn such cheeks to mo 7 
Why, if I were so loving, by my hand, 

I would have set my head upon the chance. 

And loosed him though I died. What wilt you 
do? 

Have you no way 7 
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MARY BEATON. 

None but your mercy. 

QUEEN. 

Ay.^ 

Why then the thing is piteous. Think, for God's 
sake— 

Is there no loving way to fetcli liini iVth ? 

Nay, what a wliito thin-ldooded tiling is love, 

To help no more than this dotli 1 Were 1 in love, 

I would unbar tlie ways to-night and then 
Laugh death to death to-morrow, mock him dead; 

I think you love well with one half your lieart, 

And let fear keep the other. Hark you now. 

You said there was some friend durst break my bars— 
Some Scotch name—faith, as if I wist of it 1 
Ye have such heavy wits to help one with— 

Some man that had some mean to save him by— 

Tush, 1 must be at pains for you! 

HAftY BEATXIN. 

Nay, madam, 

It were no boot: he will not be let forth. 
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QDEEN. 

I say, the name. 0, Robert Erskine—^yea, 

A fellow of some heart: what saith he ? 

MARY BEATON. 

Madam, 

The thing was soimd all through, yea, all went well. 
But for all prayers that we could make to him 
He would not fly: we cannot get him forth. 

QUEEN. 

Great God I that men sliould have such wits as this ! 
I have a mind to let him die for that; 

And yet I wot not. Said he, he loathed his life ? 

MART BEATON. 

lie says your grace given would scathe yourself, 

And little grace for such a grace as that 
Be with the little of his life he kept 
To cast off some time more imworthily. 

QUEEN. 

God help me 1 what should wise folk do with him ? 
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These men be weaker-vritted than mere fools 
When they fall mad once; yet by Mary’s soul 
I am sorrier for him than for men right wise. 

God wot a fool that were more wise than he 
Would love me something worse than Chaatelartl, 
Ay, and his own soul better. Do you think 
(There’s no such other sort of fool alive) 

That he may live f 


HART BEATON. 

Yea, by God’s mercy, madam, 

To your great praise ahd honour from all meu 
If you should keep him living. 

QUEEN., 

By God’s light, 

I have good will to do it. Are you sure, 

If^I would pack him with a j»rdon hence. 

Ho would speak well of me—not hint and halt, 

Smile and look back, sigh and say love nms out, 

But times have been—with some loose laugh cut short, 
Bit-off at lip—eh? 
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IIAKY BEATON. 

No, by heaven he would not. 

QUEEN. 

You know how quickly one may be belied— 

Faith, you should know it—I never thought the 
worst. 

One may touch love and come with clean hands 
off— 

But you should know it. What, he will not fly— 

Not though I wink myself asleep, tiurn blind— 

Which that I will I say not ? 

MARY BEATON. 

Nay, not he; 

Wo had good hope to bring him well aboard, 

Let him slip safe down by the firths to sea. 

Out under Leith by night-setting, and thence 
Take ship for France and serve there out of sight 
In the new wars. 


QUEEN. 

Ay, in the new French wars—' 
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TTou wist thereof too, madam, with good leave— 

A goodly bait to catch mine honour with 
And let me wake up with my name bit tlirougli. 

I had been much bounden to you twain, methinks. 

But for my knight’s sake and his love’s; by God, 

He shall not die in God’s despite nor mine. 

Call in our chief lords; bid one see U) it: 

Ay, and make haste. 

\^Kxevint Marv Beaton ami Mary Carmichael. 

Now shall I try their teeth; 

I have done with fear; now nothing but pure love 
And power and pity slioll have part in me ; 

I will not throw them such a sjiirit in flcslt 
To make their prey on. Though he bo mad indeed, 

It is tlie goodliest madness over smote 
Upon man’s heart. A kingly knight—in faith, 
Meseems my face can yet make faith in men 
And break their brains with beauty : for a word. 

An eyelid’s twitch, an eye’s turn, tie them fust 
And make their souls cleave to me. God be 
thanked. 

This air has not yet curdled all the blood 
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That went to make me fair. An hour agone, 

I thought I had been forgotten of men’s love 
More than dead women’s faces are forgot 
Of after lovers. All men are not of earth : 

For all the frost of fools and this cold land 
There be some yet catch fever of my face 
And burning for mine eyesi sake. I did think 
My time was gone when men would dance to death 

As to a music, and lie laughing down 

» 

In the grave and take their funerals for their 
feasts, 

To get one kiss of me. I have some strengtli yet. 
Though I tack power on men that lack men’s 
blood. 

Yea, and God wot I wilt bo merciful; 

For all the foolish hardness round my heart 
That tender women miss of to their praise, 

They shall not say but I had grace to give 
Even for love’s sake. Why, let them take their 
way: 

What ails it them thougli I be soft or bard ? 

Soft hearts woxUd weep and weep and let men die ‘ 
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For very mercy and sweet-heartedness; 

I that weep little for my pity’s sake, 

I have the grace to save men. Let fame go— 

I care not much what shall become of fame, 

So I save love and do mine own soul right; 
ril have my mercy help me to revenge 
On all the crow of them. How will the look, 
Having my pardon ! I shall have sweet thanks 

And love of good men for my mercy’s love— 

» 

Yea, and be quit of these I hate to deatli, 

Witli one good deed. 


Enter the Maiiiks. 


H \IIY BEATON. 

Madam, the lords are here. 

QUEEN. 

Stand you about me, I will speak to them. 

I would the whole world stood up in my face 
And heard what I shall say. Bid them come in. 


M 2 
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Enkr MunnAt, Randolph, Mobton, Lindsat, and other 
Lords. 

Hear you, fair lords, I have a word to you ; 

There is one thing I would fain understand— 

If I be queen or no ; for by my life 

Methinks I am ^wing unqueenly. No man speak ? 

Pray you take note, sweet lord ambassador, 

I am no ((ueen : I never was Iwrn queen; 

Alack, that one should fool us in this wise! 

Take up my crown, sir, I will none of it 
Till it hath bells on as a fool’s cap hath. 

Nay, who will have it ? no man tiike it up ? 

Was there none worthy to be shamed but 1 ? 

Here are enow good faces, good to crown ; 

Will you be king, fair brother ? or you, 
lord ? 

(live me a spinner’s curch, a wisp of reed. 

Any mean thing; but, God’s love, no more gold. 

And no more shame : let boys throw dice for it, 

Or cast it to the grooms for tennis-play. 

For I will none. 
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MURRAT. 

What would your higlmeas have ? 


QUEEN*. 

Yet, yea, I said I was no majesty; 

I shall be shortly fallen out of grace. 

What would I liave? I would have Jeave to live; 

» 

Perchance I sliall not shortly: nay, for me 
That have no leave to respite otlier lives 
To keep mine own life were small praise enow. 

MURRAY. 

Your majesty hatli power to respite men, 

As we well wot; no man saith otherwise. 

QUEEN. 

What, is this true 7 ’tis a thing wonderful— 

So great I cannot be well sure of it. 

• 

Strange that a queen should find such grace as this 
At such lords’ hands as ye be, such great lords : 

I pray you let me get assured again, 

Lest I take jest for truth and shame myself 
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And make you mirth: to make your mirth of 
me, 

God wot it were small pains to you, my lords. 

But much less honour. I may send reprieve— 

With your sweet leaves I may 1 


MURRAY. 


Assuredly. 


QUEEN. 

Lo, now, what grace is this I have of you 1 
I had a will to respite Chastelard, 

And would not do it for very fear of you : 
Look you, I wist not ye were merciful. 


MORTON. 


Madam— 


QUEEN. 

My lord, you have a word to me ? 
Doth it displease you such a man should live 7 


MORTON. 

’Twere a mad mercy in your majesty 
To lay no hand upon his second fault 
And let him thrice offend you. 
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QUEEN. 

Ay, my lord ? 

MOKTON. 

It were well done to muffle lewd men's mouths 
By casting of his head into their laps : 

It were much best. 


QUEEN. 

Yea, truly were it so ? 

Jlut if I will not, yet I will not, sir. 

For all the mouths in Scotknd. Now, by heaven. 
As I am pleased he shall not die but live, 

So shall ye be. Tliere is no man shall die. 

Except it please me ; and no man shall say, 
Except it please me, if I do ill or well. 

Which of you now will set his will to mine ? 

Not you, nor you I tliink, nor nouc of you. 

Nor no man living that loves living well. 

• 

Let one stand forth and smite me with his hand, 
Wring my crown off and cast it underfoot, 

And he shall get my respite back of me. 

And no man else: he shall bid live or die. 
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And no man else; and he shall be my lord, 

And no man else. What, will not one be king ? 

Will not one here lay hold upon my state ? 

I am queen of you for all things come and gone. 

Nay, my chief lady, and no meaner one. 

The chiefest of my maidens, sliall bear this 
And give it to my, prisoner for a grace; 

Who shall deny me ? who shall do me wrong ? 

Bear greeting to the lord of Cha.stelard, 

And this withal for respite of his life, 

For by my head ho shall die no such way: 

Nay, sweet,' no words, but hence and back again. 

[Exit Mahy Bkatok. 

Farewell, dear lords; ye have shown grace to me. 

And some time I will thank you as I may; 

Till when think well of me and what is done. 


END OF THE FOURTH ACT. 
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Scene I .—Before Ilolyrood. A crowd of people; among 
them Soldiers, Burgesses, a Preacher, (J-c. 

1ST CITIZEN. 

They arc not out yet. Have you seen tlie innn ? 

What manner of man ? 

2Nn CITIZEN. 

Shall he ho hanged or no? 
There was a fellow hanged some three days gone 
Wept the whole way: think you this man shall die 
In better sort, now ? 


1ST CITIZEN." 

Kh, these shawm-players 

That walk before strange women and make songs f 
[low should they die well ? 

3 RD CTTIZEN. 

la it aooth men aay 
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Our dame was wont to kiss him on the face 
In lewd folk’s sight ? 


1ST CITIZEN. 

Yea, saith one, all day long 
He need to sit and jangle words in rhyme 
To suit with aliakqs of faint adulterous sound 
Some French lust in men’s ears; she made songs too. 
Soft things to feed sin’s amorous mouth upon— 
Delicate sounds for dancing at in hell. 

4TH CITIZEN. 

Is it priest Black that ho shall have by him 
When they do come ? 


3RD CITIZEN. 

Ah I by God’s leave, not so; 
If the knave show us his peeled onion’s head 
And that damned flagging jowl of bis— 


2 NO CITIZEN. 


Nay, airs. 
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Take heed of words; moreover, please it you,' 

This man hath no pope's part in him. 

3UD CtTIZEN. 

I say 

That if priest whoro’s-friend witli the lewd ihiefs 
cheek 

Show his foul blinking face to shame all ours, 

It goes back fouler; well, one day bell’s lire 
Will burn him black indeed. 

A WOMAN. 

What kind of man 7 
'Tis yet great pity of him if he be 
Goodly enow for this queen’s paramour. 

* 

A French lord overseas ? what doth he here, 

With Scotch folk here ? 

1ST CITIZE.N. 

Fair mistress, I think well 
He doth so at some times that I were fain 
T* do as well. 
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THE WOMAN. 

Nay, then he will not die. 

1ST CITIZEN. 

Why, see you, if one eat a piece of bread 
Baked as it were a certain prophet’s way. 

Not upon coals, nqw—you sliall apprehend— 

$ 

If defiled bread be given a man to eat. 

Being thrust into his mouth, why he shall eat, 
And with good hap shall eat; but if now, say. 
One steal this, bread and beastliness and all. 
When scarcely for pure hunger flesh and bone 
Cleave one to other—why, if he steal to eat. 

Be it even the filthiest feeding—though the man 
Be famine-flayed of flesh and skin, I say 
Ho shall be hanged. 


3RD CITIZEN. 

Nay, stolen said you, sir ? 
See, God bade cat abominable bread, 

And freely was it eaten—for a sign 
This, for a sign—and doubtless as did God, 
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So may the devil; bid one eat freely and live, 

Not for a sign. 

3Nl) CJTIZKN. 

Will you think thus of her 1 
But wherefore should they got this fellow slain 
If ho be clear toward her ! 

JHIl OITIZKN. 

Sir, one must sec 

The day conies when a woman sheds her sin 
^s a bird moults; and she being shifted so, 

The old mate of lier old feather pecks at her 
To get the right bird back; then she being stronger 
’icks out liis eyes—eh ! 

2NI) CITIZEN. 

Like enough to be; 

Jut if it be—Is not one preaching tliere 
rVith certain folk about him t 

tIT CITIZEN. 


Yea, the same 
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Who preached a month since from Ezekiel 
Concerning these twain—this our queen that is 
And her that was, and is not now so much 
As queen over hell’s worm. 


3nD CITIZEN. 

Ay, said he not. 

This was Aholah, tho first one of these. 

Called sisters only for a type—being twain. 
Twain Maries, no whit Nazarene 1 tlie first 
Bred out of Egypt like the water-worm 
With sides in wet green places baked witli slime 
And festered flesh that steams against the sun; 
A plague among all people, and a type 
Set as a flake upon a leper’s fell. 

1ST CITIZEN. 

Yea, said he, and unto her the men went in. 

The men of Pharaoh’s, beautiful with red 
And with red gold, fair foreign-footed men, 

The boimtiful fair men, the comieous men. 

The delicate men with delicate feet, that went 
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Curling their small beards Agag-fashion, yea 
Pruning their moudis to nibble words behind 
With pecking at God’s skirts-small broken oaths 
Fretted to shreds between most dainty lips, 

And underbreath some praise of Ashtaroth 
Sighed laughingly. 


2 Nn citizen; 

Was he not under guard 

For the good word 7 


1ST CITIZEN. 

Yea, but now forth again— 
And of the latter said he—there being two, 

The first Aholah, which interpreted— 

3RD CITIZEN. 

But, of this latter ? 


1ST CITIZEN. 

Well, of her he said 
Hem she made letters for Chaldean folk 
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And men that came forth of the wilderness 
And all her sister’s chosen men ; yea, she 
Kept not her lip from any sin of hers 
But multiplied in whoredoms toward all these 
That hate God mightily; for these, he saith, 

These are the fair French people, and these her kin 

Sought out of England with her love-letters 

« 

To bring tliem to her kiss of love; and thus 
With a prayer made that God would break such love 
Ended some while; then crying out for strong wrath 
Spake with a great voice after: Tliis is she. 

Yea the lewd woman, yea the same woman 
That gat bruised breasts in Egypt, when strange 
men 

Swart from great suns, foot-burnt with angry soils 
And strewn with sand of gaunt Chaldean miles, 

Poured all tlieir love upon her: she shall drink 
The Ixjrd’s cup of derision that is filled 
With drunkenness and sorrow, great of sides 
And deep to drink in till the dreg drips out: 

Yea, and herself with the twain shards thereof 
Pluck off her breasts; to said he. 
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4TU CITIZEN. 


Are not they come J 


See that stir— 


3RD CITIZEN. 

There wants an liour of them. 
Draw near and let us liearken ; ho will sjicak 
Surely some word of this. 

3ND CITIZEN. 

What saith he now ! 

THE PREACHER. 

The mercy of a harlot is a sword 

And her mouth sharper than a flame of fire. 






- t-' __ 




31 


N 2 



i8o 


CHASTELAED. 


[act V. 


Scene II .—In Prison, 

CIIASTELARP. 

So here my time slinta up ; and the last light 

4 

Has made the hurt shade in the world for me. 

The .sunbeam that was narrow like a leaf 
lias turned a hand, and the hand stretched to an arm, 
And the arm has reached the du.st on the floor, and 
made 

A maze of motes with paddling fingers. Well, 

I knew not that a man so sure to die 
Could care so little; a bride-night’s lustiness 
Leaps in my veins as light fire under a wind : 

As if I felt a kindling beyond death 
Of some new joys far outside of me yet; 

Sweet sound, sweet smell and touch of things far out 
Sure to come soon. I wonder will death be 
Kven all it seems now ? or the talk of hell 
And wretched changes of the worn-out soul 



■oon n.] 


CHASTELABD. 


l8l 


Nailed to decaying flesli, shall that be true ? 

Or ifl this like the forethought of deep aleej) 

Felt by a tired man ? Sleep were good enough— 

Shall sleep be all 7 But I shall not forget 
For any sleep this love bound upon me— 

For any sleep or quiet ways of death. 

Ah, in my weary dusty space of sight 
Her face will lloat with heavy scents of hair 
And fire of subtle amorous eyes, and lips 
More hot than wine, full of sweet wicked words 
Babbled against mine own lips, and long hands 
Spread out, and pale bright throat and pale bright 
breasts, 

Fit to make oil men mad. 1 do l>cliove 
This fire shall never (puto burn out to the ash 
And leave no heat and flame upon my duet 
For witness where a man’s heart was burnt up. 

^For all Christ’s work this Venus is not quelled. 

But reddens at the mouth with blood of men. 

Sucking between small teeth the sap o’ the veins. 
Dabbling with death her little tender lips— 

A bitter beauty, poisonous-pearled mouth. 
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I ani not fit to live but for love’s sake, 

So I were best die shortly. Ah, fair love, 

Fair fearful Venus made of deadly foam, 

J shall escape you somehow with my death— 
Your splendid supple body and mouth on fire 
An«l Paphiiin breath that bites the lips with beat. 
I had t)e8t die. 

Enter Mary Beaton. 

What, is my death’s time come, 
And you the friend to make deatli kind to me t 
■'I’is .sweetly done ; for I was sick for this. 


MARY BEATO.V. 

Nay, but see here; nay, for you shall not die: 
She lias reprieved you; look, her name to that, 
A present respite ; I was sure of her : 

You are quite safe; here, take it in your hands: 
I am faint with the end of pain. Read there. 


CHASTELARD. 


Reprieve T 

AVhorefore reprieve? Who has done this to me? 
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I never feared but God would have you live, 

Or I knew well God must have punished mo; 
But I feared nothing, had no sort of fear. 

What makea you stare upon the seal so hard ? 
Will you not read now 7 

CHASTELARD. 

A reprieve of life— 

Reprieving mo from living. Nay, by God, 

I count one death a bitter thing enough. 


MARY BEATON. 

See what she writes; your love; for love of you; 
Out of her love ; a word to save yoiir life: 

But I knew this too though you love me not: 

She is your love; I knew that: yea, by heaven. 


CHASTELARD. 

You knew I had to live and be reprieved: 
Say I were bent to die now ? 
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_^MABT BEATON. 

Do not die, 

For her sweet love’s sake; not for pity of me, 
You would not bear with life for me one hour;* 
But for hors only. 


CHASTE LAW). 

Nay, I love you well, 

I would not hurt you for more lives than one. 

But for this fair-faced paper of reprieve, 

We’ll have no riddling to make death shift sides: 
Look, here ends one of us. [T^'eanng it. 

For her I love. 

She will not anger heaven with slaying me; 

For me, I am well quit of loving her; 

For you, 1 pray you be well comforted. 

Seeing in my life no man gat good by me 
And by my death no hurt is any man’s. 

MART BEATON. 

And I that loved you 7 nay, I loved you; nay. 
Why should your like be pitied when they love 7 
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Her hard heart is not yet so hard as yours, 

Nor God's hard heart I care not if you die. 

These bitter madmen are not fit to live. 

I will not have you touch me, speak to me. 

Nor take farewell of you. Seo you die well, 

Or death wll play with shame for you, and win, 
And laugh you out of life. I am right glad 
I never am to see you any more, 

For I should come to hate you easily ; 

I would not have you live. [Exit. 

CIIASTELARI). 

Slic has cause enow. 

I would this wretched waiting had an end. 

For I wax feebler tiian I was: God knows 
I had a mind once to have saved this flesh 
.iVnd made life one with shame. It marvels mo 
This girl tliat loves me should desire so much 
To have me sleep with shame for bedfellow 
A whole life’s space; she would be glad to die 
To escape such life. It may be too her love 
Is but an amorous quarrel with herself, 
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Not lore of me but her own wilful soul; 

Then she will live and bo more glad of this 
Than girls of their own will and their heart’s love 
Before love mars them: so God go with her ! 

For mine own love—I wonder will she come 
Sad at her mouth a little, with drawn cheeks 
And eyelids wrinkled up ? or hot and quick 
To lean her head on mine and leave her lips 
Deep in my neck ? For surely slie must come; 
And I should fare the better to be sure 
What she will do. But as it please my sweet; 

For some sweet thing she must do if she come, 
Seeing how I have to die. Now three years since 
This had not seemed so good an end for me; 

But in some wise all things wear round betimes 
And wind up well. Yet doubtless she might take 
A will to come my way and hold my hands 
And kiss n»e some three kisses, throat, mouth, eyes. 
And say some soft three words to soften death : 

I do not see how this should break her ease. 

Nay, she will come to get her warrant back: 

By this no doubt she is sorely penitent. 



icm n.] 


CHASTKLARD. 


Her fit of angry mercy well blown out 
And her wits cool again. She muat have chafed 
A great whUe through for anger to become 
So like pure pity; they must have fretted her 
Nigh mad for anger : or it may be mistrust, 

She is so false; yea, to my death I tliink 
She will not trust me; alas tlie liard eweet heart 
j As if my lips could hurt her any way 
But by too keenly kissing of her own. 

Ah false poor sweet fair lips that keep no faitli. 
They shall not catch mine false or dangerous; 
They must needs kiss mo one good time, albeit 
They love me not at all. Lo, here she comes, 
For the blood leaps and catches at my face ; 
There go her feet and treiid upon my heart; 

Now shall I see what way I am to die. 

Enter the Qi kf.n. 

Ql-EEX. 

What, is one here ? Speak to me for God’s sake 
Where are you lain I 
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CHASTELARD. 

Here, madam, at your liaud. 

QUEEN. 

Sweet lord, what sore pain have I had for you 
And boon most patient I —Nay, you are not bound. 
If you be gentle to me, take my hand. 

Do you not hold me the worst heart in the world ? 
Nay, you must needs; but say not yet you do. 

1 am worn so weak I know not how I live : 
lieach me your hand. 


CHASTELARD. 

Take comfort and good heart; 
All will find end; this is some grief to you. 

But you shall overlive it. Come, fair love; 

Be of (air cheer: I say you have done no wrong. 

QUEEN. 

I will not be of cheer: I have done a thing 
That will turn fire and bum me. Tell me not; 

If you will do me comfort, whet your sword. 
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But if you hate me, tdl me of soft things, 

For I bate these, and bitterly. Look up; 

Am I not mortal to be gazed upon ? 

CHASTEUARD. 

Yea, mortal, and not hateful. 

QUEEN. 

0 lost heart! 

Give me some mean to die by. 

CUASTELARD. 

Sweet, enough. 

You have made no fault; life is not worth a 
world 

That you slmuld weep to take it: would mine 
were, 

And I might give you a world-worthier gift 
Than one poor head that love lias made a spoil; 

Take it for jest, and weep not: let me go. 

And think I died of chance or malady. 

Ns(y, I die well; one dies not beet abed. 
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QUEEN. 

My warrant to reprieve you—that you saw ? 

That came between your hands ? 

CHASTELARD, 

Yea, not long since. 

It seems you hav/3 no will to let me die. 


QUEEN. 

Alas, you know I wrote it witli my heart, 

Out of pure love; and since you were in bonds 
I have had such grief for love’s sake and my heart’s— 
Yea, by my life I have—I could not choose 
But give love way a little. Take my hand; 

You know it would have pricked my heart’s blood 
out 

To write reprieve with. 

CHASTELARD. 

Sweet, your hands are kind ; 
Lay them about my neck, upon my face, 

And tell me not of writing. 
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QUEEN. 

Nay, by heaven, 

1 would have given you mine own blood to drink 
If that could heal you of your soul-sickncas. 

Yea, they know that, they curse me for your sake. 
Rail at my love—would God tlieir heads were lopped 
And we twain left together this side death I 
But look you, sweet, if this my warnint hold 
You are but dead and shamed; for you must die, 
And they will slay you shamefully by force 
Kven in my sight. 


CH.tSTELAlfD. 

Faith, I think so they will. 
QUEEN. 

Nay, they would slay me too, cast stones at me, 
IJrag me alive—they have eaten poisonous words. 
They are mad and have no shame. 

CUASTELARD. 


Ay, like cnongli. 
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QUEEN. 

Would God my heart were greater; but God wot 
I haye no heart to bear with fear and die. 

Yea, and I cannot help you: or I know 
I should be nobler, bear a better heart: 

But as this stands—I pray you for good love. 

As you hold hommr a costlier thing than life— 

CHASTELABD. 

Well? 


QUEEN. 

Nay, I would not be denied for shame; 
In brief, I pray you give me that again. 


CHASTELABD. 

What, my reprieve ? 


QUEEN. 

Even so; deny me not. 

For your sake mainly; yea, by God you know 
IIow fain I were to die in your death’s stead. 

For your name’s sake. This were no need to swear. 
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Lest we be mocked to death with a reprieve, 

And 80 both die, being shamed. \yiiat, sliall I 
swear ? 

Wliat, if I kiss you ? must I pluck it out ? 

Y ou do not love me : noj nor honour. Come, 

I know you have it about you : give it me. 

CnisTELARI). 

I cannot yield you such a thing again ; 

Not as I liad it. 


QIT-EN. 

A Coward ? what shift now ? 
Do such men make such cravens ? 

CIUSTELAKI). 

Chitle me not; 

Pity me that I cannot help my heart. 

QCEEN. 

Heaven mend mine eyes that took you for a man ! 
What, is it sewn into your flesh 7 take heed— 
Nay, but for shame—what have you done witii it 7 



J94 CHASTKLABD. [ictt, 

CHA3TELABD. 

Why, there it lies, tom up, 

QUEEN. 

God help me, air! 

Have you done thia ? 

CHASTELARD. 

Yea, sweet; what should I do ? 
Did I not know you to the bone, my sweet ? 

God speed you well! you have a goodly lord. 

QUEEN. . 

My love, sweet love, you are more fair than he, 

Yea, fairer many times : I love you much. 

Sir, know you that ? 

CHASTELARD. 

I think I know that well. 

Sit here a little till I feel you through 

In all my breath and blood for some sweet while. 

0 gracious body that mine arms have had. 
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And hair my face has felt on it! grave eyes 
And low thick lids that keep since years agono 
In the blue sweet of each particular vein 
Some special print of me ! I am right glad 
That I must never feel a bitterer thing 
Than your soft curled-up shoulder and amorous 
arms 

From this time forth ; notliing can hap to me 
Less good than this for all my whole life through. 

I would not have some new pain after this 
Como spoil the savour. 0, your round bird’s throat, 
More soft than sleep or singing ; your calm cheeks, 
Turned bright, turned wan with kisses hard and 
hot; 

The beautiful colour of your deep curved hands. 

Made of a red rose that had changed to white; 

That mouth mine own holds half the sweetness of, 

Jfea, my heart holds the sweetness of it, whence 
My life began in me ; mine that ends here 
Because you have no mercy, nay you know 
You never coi^d have mercy. My fair love, 

Khs me again, God loves you not the leas; 
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Why should one woman have all goodly things ? 

You have all beauty; let mean women’s lips 
Be pitifuf, and speak truth : they will not be 
Such perfect things as yours. Be not ashamed 
That hands not made like these that snare men’s 
souls 

Should do men gdod, give alms, relieve men’s pain ; 
You have the bettor, being more fair than they, 

They are half foul, being rather good than fair; 

You are (juito fair: to be quite fair is best. 

Why, two nights hence I dreamed that I could see 
In through your bosom under the left flower, 

And there was a round hollow, and at heart 
A little red snake sitting, without spot. 

That bit — like this, and sucked up sweet — like 
this. 

And curled its lithe light body right and left. 

And quivered like a woman in act to love. 

Then there was some low fluttered talk i’ the lips, 
Paint sound of soft fierce words caressing them— 

Like a fair woman’s when her love gets^ray. 

Ah, your old kiss—I know the ways of it: 
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Let the lips cling a little. Take them off, 

And speak some word or I go mad witli love. 

QCEEN. 

Will you not have my chaplain come to you ? . 

CItASTELARD. 

Some better thing of yours—some handkerchief, 
Some fringe of scarf to make confession to— 

You had some book about you tliat fell out— 

QUEEN. 

A little written book of Uonsard’s rliymes, 

His gift, I wear in there for love of him— 

See, here between our feet. 

CItASTELARD. 

Ay, my old lord’s— 
The sweet chief poet, my dear friend long since ? 
Give me the book, Ijo you, this verse of his: 
VFitA coming lUiet in late April came 
JJer bodg^fathioned whiter for their ehame; 
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And roses, touched with blood since Adon bled, 
From her fair colour filed their lips with red : 

A goodly praise : I could not praise you so. 

I read that while your marriage-feast went on. 
Leave me this book, I pray you: I would read 
The hymn of death here over ere I die; 

I shall know soon how much he knew of death 

c 

When that was written. One thing I know now, 
I shall not die with half a heart at least, 

Nor shift my face, nor weep my fault alive. 

Nor swear if I might live and do new deeds 
I would do better. Let me keep the book. 


QUKEN. 

Yea, keep it: as would God you had kept your life 
Out of mine eyes and hands. I am wrung to the 
heart: 

This hour feels dry and bitter in my mouth, 

As if its sorrow were my body’s food 

More than my soul’s. There are bad thoughts in me— 

Most bitter fancies biting me like birds 

That tear each other. Suppose you need not die ? 
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CHASTELARD. 

You know I cannot live for two hours more. 

Our fate was made thus ere our days wore 
made: 

Will yon fight fortune for so small a grief? 

But for one thing I were full fain of death. 

QUEEN. 

What thing is that ? 


CHASTELARD. 

None need to name the thing. 
Why, what can death do with me fit to fear ? 

For if I sleep I shall not weep awake ; 

Or if tlieir saying bo true of things to come, 

Though hell be sharp, in the worst ache of it 
I shall be eased so God will give me back 
Sometimes one golden gracious sight of you— 

The aureole woven flowerlike through your hair. 
And in your lips the little laugh as red 
As when it came upon a kiss and ceased, 

/Touching my mouth. 



200 


CHiSTELARD. 


[act t. 


QUEEN. 

Afl I do now, this way, 

With my heart after: would I could shed tears. 

Tears should not fail when the heart shudders 
so. 

But your bad thought ? 

CHA8TELARD. 

Well, such a thought as this: 
It may be, long time after I am dead, 

For all you are, you may see bitter days; 

God may forget you or bo wroth with you: 

Then shall you lack a little help of me, 

And I shall feel your sorrow touching you, 

A happy sorrow, though I may not touch : 

I that would fain bo turned to flesh again. 

Fain get back life to give up life for you. 

To shed my blood for help, that long ago 
You shed and were not holpen: and your heart 
Will ache for help and comfort, yea for love, 

.^nd find leas love than mine—for I do think 
You never will be loved thus in your life. 
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QUEEN. 

It may be man will never love me more; 

For I am sure I shall not love man twice. 

CHASTELARD. 

I know not: men must love you in life’s spite; 

For you will always kill them; man.by man 
Your lips will bite them dead; yea, though you 
would, 

You shall not spare one; all will die of you; 

I cannot tell what love sliall do with these, 

But I for all my love shall have no might 
To help you more, mine arms and hands no 
power 

To fasten on you more. This cleaves my heart, 

That they shall never touch your body more. 

But for your grief—you will not have to grieve ; 

For being in such poor eyes so beautiful 
It must needs be aa God is more than I 
So much more love he hath of you than mine ; 

Yea, God shall not be bitter with my love, 

Seeing the is so sweet 
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QUEKN. 

Ah my sweet fool, 

Think you when God will ruin me for sin 
My face of colour shall prevail so much 
With him, so soften the toothed iron’s edge 
To save my throat a scar ? nay, I am sure 
I shall die someho^v sadly. 

CHA8TELARD. 

This is pure grief; 

The shadow of your pity for my death. 

Mere foolishness of pity; all sweet moods 
Throw out such little shadows of themselves, 

Ijeave such light fears behind. You, die like me? 
Stretch your throat out that I may kiss all round 
Where mine shall be cut through : suppose my mouth 
The axe-edge to bite so sweet a throat in twain 
With bitter iron, should not it turn soft 
As lip is soft to lip ? 


qUEEK. 

I am quite sure 
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I shall die sadly some day, Chastelard; 
I am quite certain. 


CHASTELARD. 

Do not think such things; 
Lest all my next world’s memories of you be 
As heavy as this thought. 

QUEEN. 

I will not grieve you; 
Forgive me that my thoughts were sick with grief. 
What can I do to give you ease at heart ? 

Shall 1 kiss now ? I pray you have no fear 
But that I love you. 


CHASTELARD. 

Turn your face to me; 

I do not grudge your face this death of mine; 
It is too fair—by God, you are too fair. 

WTiat noise is that ? 


QUEEN. 

Can the hour be through so soon 7 
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I bade them give me but a little hour. 

Ah! I do love you! such brief space for love! 

I am yours all through, do all your will with me; 
What if we lay and let them take us fast, 

Lips grasping lips ? I dare do anything. 

• CHASTELARD. 

Show better cheer: let no man see you mazed 
Make haste and kiss me; cover up your throat 
Lest one see tumbled lace and prate of it. 

Enter the Guard : Murray, Darnlet, Mart IIamiltoi 
Mary Beaton, and others with them. 

DARNLET. 

Sirs, do your charge; let him not have much time. 

MART HAMILTON. 

Peace, lest you chafe the queen : look, her brows bend. 

CHASTELARD. 

Lords, and all you come hither for my sake, 
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If while my life was with me like a friend 
That I mtist now forget the friendship of, 

I have done a wrong to any man of you, 

As it may be by iault’of mine I have; 

Of siich an one I crave for courtesy 
He will now cast it from his mind and heed 
Like a dead thing; considering my*dcad fault 
Worth no rememi)rancc furtlier than my death. 

Tliis for his gentle honour and goodwill 
I do beseech him, doubting not to find 
Such kindliness if ho be nobly made 
And of liis birth a courteous race of man. 

You, my lord James, if you have aught Ujward me— 
Or you,'Lord Damley—I dare fear no jot, 

Whute’er this be wherein you were aggrieved. 

But you will pardon all for gentleness. 

DARN LET. 

For my jfcrt—yea, well, if the thing stand thus. 

As you must die—one would not bear folk hard— 
And if the rest shall hold it honourable, 

Why, I do pardon you. 
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CHASTELABD. 


[act t. 


MURKAY. 

Sir, in all things 
We find no cause to speak of you but well: 
For all I see, save this your deadly fault, 

I hold you for a noble perfect man. 

CHASTELARD. 

I thank yo\x, fair lord, for your nobleness. 
You likewise, for the courtesy you have 
I give you tlianks, sir; and to all these lords 
That have not heart to load mo at my death. 
Last, I beseech of the best queen of men 
And royallest fair lady in the world 
To pardon me my grievous mortal sin 
Done in such great offence of her: for, sirs, 
If ever since I came between her eyes 
She hath beheld me other than I am 
Or shown her honour other than it is, 

Or, save in royal faultless courtesies, 

Used me with favour; if by speech or face. 
By salutation or by tender eyes. 

She hath made a way for my desire to live, 
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Given ear to me or boldness to my breath; 

I pray God cast me forth before day cease 
Even to the heaviest place there ia in hell. 
Yea, if she be not stainless toward all men, 

I pray this axe that I shall die upon 
May cut mo off body and soul from heaven. 
Now for my soul's sake I dare prayHo you; 
Forgive me, madam. 


QUEEN. 

Yea, I do, fair sir: 

With all my heart in all I pardon you. 

CUASTELARD. 

God thank you for great mercies. Lords, set hence ; 

I am right loth to hold your patience here; 

I must not hold much longer any man's. 

Brmg me my way and bid me fire well forth. 

[/Is they pass out the, Queen stays Mabv Beaton. 

QUUK. 

dark hither, sweet. Get back to Holyrood 
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[act t. 


And take Carmichael with you: go both up 
In some chief window whence the squares lie clear— 
Seem not to know what I shall do—mark that— 

An4 watch how things fare under. Have good cheer; 
You do not think now I can let him die ? 

Nay, this were shameful madness if you did, 

And I should hat<? you. 


RT BEATON. 

Pray you love me, madam, 
And swear you love me and wp let me live. 

That I may die the quicker. 

QUEEN. 

Nay, sweet, see, 

Nay, you shall see, this must not seem devised; 

I will take any man with me, and go; 

Yea, for pure hate of them that hate him; yea, 

Lay hold upon the headsman and bid strike 
Here on my neck; if they will have him die. 

Why, I will die too: queens have died this way 
For less things than his love is. Nay, I know 
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They want no blood; I will bring swords to Ixwt 
For dear love's restue though half earth were slain; 
What should men do with bjocd? Stand fast at 
watch; 

For I will be his ransom if I die. 


[A’x'kkA 
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Sam ni.—UfjMT Chamber in Bolfrood. 

4 

Mart Beaton ttoAti; Mart Carmichael at 
a window. 

MART BEATON. 

Do you aee nothing ? 

MART CARMICHAEL. 

Nay, but iwamu of men 
And talking women gathered in small space, 
Flapping their gowns and gaping with fools’ eyes; 
And a thin ring round one thftt seems to speak, 
Holding his hands out eagerly; no more. 

MART BEATON. 

Why, I hear more, I hear men shout The queen, 

MART CABiiinitAiti. 


Nay, no cries yet. 
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irABT BGATOX. 

All, they will cry oat iooq 

When the ooniM forth; they thoald cry oat on 
hor; 

I he*r their crying in my heart. Nay, eweet, 

Do not yoa hate her ? all men, if God please, 

Shall hate her one day; yea, one flay no doubt 
I shall worse hate her. 

UABT CARMICUAEI,. 

Pray yoa, be at peace; 

You hurt yourself: she will be merciful; 

What, could you see a true man slain for 
you? 

I thinlt I could not; it is not like our hearts 
To hare such bard sides to them. 


MART BEATOM. 

0, not you, 

. And I ood^jjpowisa; there’s some blood in her 
That does not nm to men^ as ours doth: 

r2 



212 


CHASTKLASD. 


[aott. 


That fair face and the cnraed heart in her 
Made keener than a knife for manslaying 
Can bear strange things. 

HAST CABMICEAEU 

?eace, for the people come. 
Ah—Murray, hood^ orer half his face 
"With pluoked-down hat, few folk about him, eyes 
Like a man angered; Darnley after him. 

Holding our Hamilton above her wrist, 

His mouth put near her hair to whisper with— 
And she laughs softly, looking at his feet. 

MABT BEATON. 

She will not live long; (Jod hath given her 
Few days and evil, full of hate and love, 

I see well now. 


ItABT CABMICBAEL. 

Hark, there’s their i 

Fair lift and lonff, and good dagt to tk* quten. 
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CHiSTtLABD. 


XIBT BEATON. 

Tea, but God kaowB. I feel such patience here 
As I were sure m a brief while to die. 


XABT CABIIICUAEL., 

• * 

She bends and laughs a little, graciously. 

And turns half, talking to I know not whom— 

A big man with great shoulders; ah, the face, 
You get his face now—^wide and duskish, yea 
The youth burnt out of it A goodly man, 
Thewed mightily and sunburnt to the bone; 
Doubtless he was away in banishment. 

Or kept some march far off. 

MABT BEATON. 

Still you see nothing t 

MAJtY CAfiUICBAEL. 

Yea, now they bring him forth with a great noise, 
Hie folk all i tfifmting and men thrust about 
Hadt way from him. 
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[iCI T. 


lUBT BXATON. 

Ah, Lord God, bear with me, 
Help me to bear a little with my lore 
Pot thine own lore, or gire me some quick death. 
Do not come down; I shall get strength again. 

Only my breath feils. Looks he sad or blithe ? 

Not sad I doubt yet; 


KART CARMICHABU 

Nay, not sad a whit, 

But like a man who losing gold or lands 
Should lose a heavy sorrow; his face set, 

The eyes not curious to the right or left, 

And reading in a book, his hands unbound. 

With short fleet smiles. The whole place catches 
breath, 

Looking at him; she seems at point to speaks 
Now she lies back, and laughs, with her brows drawn 
And her lips drawn too. Now they read Ms crime— 

I see the laughter tightening her chin; « 

Why do you bettd your bo^and draw breath? 
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They will not ill# him in her ngfat; I am nre 
She will not here him eUin. 


MAST BUTQK. 

Forthf and ftar not: 
1 was just praying to myself—one word, 

A prayer I hire to say for her to Gk)d 
If he will mind it 


IfAST CARXICHAEL. 

Now he looks her side; 

Something he says, if one could hear thus far: 
She leans out, lengthening her throat to hear 
And her eyes shining. 

_nr BKATOM. 

Ah, I had no hope: 

Tea thon^God knoweet that I had no hope. 

Let it end quidefy. 

KAxr gtainoHAH. 


Now hie eyes ai« wide 
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CHASTEIARD. 


[act t. 

And hifl smile great; and like another smile 
The blood hila all his £ace. Her cheek and neck 
Work fast and hard; she must have pardoned him, 

He looks 80 merrily. Now he cornea forth 
Out of that ring of people and kneels down; 

Ah, how the helve and edge of the great axe 
Turn in the sunlight as the man shifts hatids— 

It must be for a show; because she sits 
And hardly moves her head this way—I see 
Her chin and lifted lips. Now she stands up. 

Puts out her hand, and they fall muttering; 

Ahl 


MARY BEATON. 

It is done now ? 


HART CARMICHAEL. 

For God’s love, stay there; 
Do not look out. Nay, he is dead by this; 

But gather up yourself from off the floor; 

Will she die too 7 I shut mine eyes and heard— 
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Sweet, do not beat your face upon the ground. 

Nay, he is dead and slain. 

MABY BEATON. 

^Vhat, slain indeed ? 

I knew he would be slaii the 

neck: 

I knew one roust be smitten through the neck 
To die so qtiick: if one were stabbed to the 
heart, 

He would die slower. 

MART CARMICHAKL. 

Will you behold him dead ? 

MARY BEATON. 

Yea: must a dead man not be looked upon 
That living one was fain of? give me way. 

Lo you, what sort of hair this fellow had; 

The doomanan gathers it into his hand 
To grasp the bead by for all men to see; 

4 never did that. 
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lUBT CABiaCHASL. 

For God’s lore, let me go. 


MART BEATOH. 

I think sometimes she most have held it so, 
Holding his head back, see you, by the hair 
To kiss his &oe, still lying in his arms. 

Ay, go and weep : it must be pitiful 
If one could see it What is this they say ? 

So perith the queen's traitors ! Yea, but so 
Perish the queen I God, do thus much to her 
For his sake only: yea, for pity’s sake 
Do thus much with her. 

UABT CABMICHAEL. 

Prithee come in with me 

Nay, oome at once. 


MAST BEATON. 

If I should meet with her 
And spit upon her at her ocuning in—'— 
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Bat if I lire theij ahtil I we one day 
When God will tnite her lying hirlot’i mouth— 
Surely I ihill. jCome, I wiUgo with you; 

We will lit down together face to fiwe 
Now, and ^ence; for this life is hard, 

And the end of it is quietnew at last 
Come, let us go: here is no word lo lay. 

AN USHER. 

« 

Make way there for the lord of Bothwell; room— 
Place for my lord of Bothwell next the queen. 


imicrr. 
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OPINIONS OF THE PRESS. 


“Hi hu pTodaeed t drtnittlo pown which lUftmh from the flrrt ptf« to 
-the Uit lo the flseit coottHaentt of poetr;-lii Imegliiitlim, floc}, feeling:, 
hientlment, pwdon, end knowledge of the hnmtn heart and loul, combined 
'with a dominant maiter^ oter erer; ipeciet of rorw, from the itaielleet pomp 
of eple metre to the Saent iwectncu of long. ... He hu lomethiaf of 
that ereatlve W(ce which all great poet* hare had, whether they were Qreik, 
Italian, or EngUakM natlTe and inborn atrength, which whularahlp may 
mould, hot can newofiginata. If, aa we ate given to uiidertlaiHl, Mr, Iwin* 
bomt la a yonng writer, we do not hedtate to uiert that hli votume la afra- 
ordinary, not limply for ilrength and rlYliineei of Imagination, but (what la 
hr mote remarkable with Incipericnce) for maturity of [xiwer, for tomplit*. 
neM of aelf-oontrol, for abtolnte mutery over the turbulent forcee of ado* 
leaeent genioi. . . . That itrange, lad, bopelcw mood in wbleh tha 
andent Greek regarded the myiterlet of life and death-that anatcre letttBg 
of the aoul againit the Iron will of deatiny which U lu full of an imnMae 
dignity and pathoi—that divinely urTOwful deipalr of thinga whiob can 
lollbr to the miaerable end, and leee no after (Mmpensation, and yet |oei 
. )|own to death in majeaty, a^ beanty, and power—the<a cbaracteiiitiei of 
the (dd Qredi ftdth, or wantW Ikith, or whatsoever we may call It, are re- 
teeted by Mr. Swinburne with amaiinf truth and diaoiiminatlon. Thera are 
ptNagei he hia poem which aeem p wring hum tlie very roota of bnmia 
alparlaaoa ihaipeat extne^of wr gtiela.”-liOii>oi Uaviaw, Mt April, 
UK. 


. “ Mr. Swbhnnibae lodged well in hit choice of a luigect. The legeeid ef 
/Cilydon li eoe of tbi moat beaotiftii In the whole oompeia of the Gredi my* 
Fthokigyifte^Mdple, rooiaatle, aoieon, and patiietio, yet without any of Uwia 
hotrora wUeh ahoek aa in the atotiei of Ibebet or Argoa—ne Jocaita, lo 
Thyertea, bat flgtnea fall ot faarota truth and noblmeii, aumdiag oo( in the 
film he^t ji|ht of the early mente of Orteea, ... A carafal atody 
* «f the Atth[.imMtW« ha* «abitd Uiiro cotdk tbair manner, and to reprodnea 
tWikwriyaaiTofaMbts^ef ’ne aebalar ii (||wk,mi7fa<r 
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JoowlDgM* loTta, herweuljj^ ^ ^ pii>Un*^n.to,, 

tod mo«i pmlooiU-pMiiooj^^f^j ft^Hngw# eiioow tbeW 

nttfa togrlned with “I «^k p«ri<«. 

4pra Utt. MM. • *’•■”*”* **“1 «o«dlngIy 

<rf rieh ;rt dmpUi fegiub. . w* n.n “** • “oitow Tdetboliiy 
tofdibl eoagnUoMtmi on th* i^iomu wit^!Au1fr 

t«k.--Tn«i.?.« ««, 18% "Ito whkh he hu «hWM « iwX 
' trCtW » ^*'^'*'* ’ •* to* *(rt of » poet 

IrhetW the; often tneet with pletnra lo^u, fTiL ■ ’. ‘ 

^ tbo« 111 the Ibllowlng Inrooetlon to 1^.“^“**^’'“ " ®®to truly tbS 
to the e^e u, fore^ bLuty'T Th^hST « ' ',. 1 /“^ rtrehi^ 
toorai Thoeenrhlch let forth thAh«J».^ ® “‘S** ■» »i*«d from the 

though ihnoet Inoreieot fo^ *l>kh 

%olwIy line In eiptoufon. . w. ‘'"P«whnient of the godi, « 
W» oould tern for i ronreMnt .1 .1 ' , “otto whit poet rineeTi^ 

* ^ for naoy . p.iat» ^ oom^. “»4 r . 

™toto»'^noeohtempoivTo»ab«t™«»,! ^-Jtoter^, to wfci av, ^ 
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■nnrtKrt oloM withoat i ““torn writer .:. 
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♦wirt iw i t;' t W wiili li liM i .1. . Mr. Swlnborn# bw Ur«4 wttb Um |t«w 
Atbld^ dWtItilU t(n hk tm of thoogfat bu lomtirbtt Mrimllrto'l ta tb)(Ni 
bat tilMolMWt titbit to impttbtM wltb tbam m t eoDtotnporarf utkt, tbu 
toobff'tbM M i )bod«n> it^t."—B ubii, April Uml, ISes. 

"dnutnutibiTiibowii Wwonuub pc^ to let Ur. SwlDbanu ptMnt 
bkOWB MmiUoai etroettew and rkb itHritj of muoer thu to mujt Ib tbit, 
o« B i er wi ri ly brief mitiri t lengtbeatd oriOoitm or totlriii of tcub i 
tfftttkibk tNifk ofjtootlM.f Apirt ftom tb* ttrioiu endetrour tiid hl«b ieroit 
teitaeblMbitdoto(edb]iii(Mlftn hit fint tppetl to poblle tttentloo,** wosid 
MBVk ttte wanooioeM, biUliuo/, ud hmmr of tbe Ixriet, which here tad 
thtntdleTe the more KKBbrt and itenterphuoi of the poem. . , , Amredlf 
ttiif la tb* ebotoeit and mott ooopltte eSbrt which hu for a long time ao* 
oCMOoed that a toholar and a poet hat come amoogit u."—Uoaitaa HitUD, 
4l«Nfr«l,18«. • . 

"Om grate error, wbiob Mr. Swlnborae bu almoet entirely arolded, ii 
the ON of tbonghU or eipreeilont which, eurreot now, would be out of pltM 
in a tragedy of Greece. Ho bat, with rare artUtic Ibellng, let loarotlx a bane 
Vptit of modem Ufe, The Poem if all alire with the life of a etuale pat 
. . , . The whole plaf U initinot with power of taried Undt."—Ixuoinu, 
Ja(|rUa,l8«. . 

“We harebelbre nld Mr. Swlubam* U a nbtle aneljit of hnman yottn, 
tad .poiaettM great tragic power. The preaent work ibowt him tb bare 
{magiaatloa of tbe higbeat order, wondarful pit]' of Autof, and a oomplet* 
command eter eterjr form of rerdfioation. . . , He bu oomnund of Imigetjr 
M great u hla oontrol of language. He bu power wbiob rltu to lubUmltf | 
paukA which deepens Into terror; daring which soars bejond reach or ooatrOl 
.... We hate atld enough to eontioee oar readen that we rtgardttit 
I^Nnu a worth; conpanioa to ' ChaateUrd,’ and took upon Ita author Miler> 
maiMtt; antoUad among great Bogilih poeta.*—SnaDei Ttuu, Jaet i atar $laf, 
] 8 ». 

■TbM( UnN are marked h;,tbat nuteaclud; that always ohanoterhel tbs 
pMtty inptaiKWtioa to tbs abmoe of bitb. . . . Could bs bate <UQ|, of 
wMk tbmelf not t trace tbrougboat tbe poem, except the mieerabte raeosm 
created by tta ahunoe, be might dowoodeia u a peet,"—Tu Tiai.ti,iag««< 
ua,u8t. 

<! * Ac t» tha tragedy Itadf, ip Bnd la it eterytbing to ptelea and notbiag to. 
Ot$tm It ie oDC of tbe Aar really graat poenu that hare been oootiib^ 
iolif^BMtatmitnoetbedeathof SbeUiy) anditentitiMitaaatharitOHe 
to a.itaM aMoag tba great poete of Us eoaotry. , • • A tragedy on the 
,0igalannK>dal,1irhlehtoi«anrkabkfMIMUteB^ emotl^ rl^ty.theriehoeu 
m4 ttjiik Im a gM wltactM, Um perfUtMutikM liM daiaik^oritcedf 

ikllniw m 4 yegWaed. Mit<|iijjj|.ietetigpiwd aaiiie of iu'’fletknk"^ 
iMater Igft. ■ ■ ■ - ,' ’- ^06 

pagirof lU* teMMa awtiMM-to 



vhkb tiw utbw hu wMiimd « trltni* cl fiD«^ to tlw ntaaij «l ^ 
W«li« Buft UAdof, ta coicpodtJoBi ol Qndt tlifiM nm.' Th* fiifl 
Lcndw while Itfiwr, la tb* (bnn of » tiMMiH, 
cn the oeoMioft of bt« )wt nton to Itoljr; tb* iwood, nnKdi the km|«r of 
ttM two, in degr oo bt> death. No om who hw Mt how the iptrtt of ilio 
dkchTletD int*is hmthai thrdl#i the Sogiiih. poem, win hm hoea iv> 
prM to ftgd-nttier, tnrr each reader would ban bean (Uiappototad If ha 
had Mt fhimd—that Hr. Swinbonie’i thooghta more with aMNel;rleia alaa 
IBd ^om CD a moderm theme (if tadead Laodor toMt ha property laU to 
baiong to hia own age io mseh u to that of Fertoiei and Angoatoa) fat tha 
luisiva and meanirea of CalUoua aad Nimmanu than in hda natlTe apaaeh.' 
Of liba Onak we wilt ool; laj that it la not that of a CambrUga priia oda^ 
hot aonatUag moeh batter-erao if more open to rnfamte eittlotam—than tha 
haatof each) not in the leaat Uka a oeoto of daintx eltiakal phraaeo, bat tha 
faaah original gnihhig of a (kia poetical rein, oooriahed bj a moitetj of tha 
loialga langnage, Ilka that wfalcb faaador himeelf in hie Latin poama .... 

It It evideoUr the produce, sot of the tender IjTtcal (uul^ which to oflao 
waiti cm aeotittra yonth and aflerwarda fkdea into tha light of common dtj, 
DOT aren of the claiiietl coltare of whkb it ia itaelf a rigstl lUsifaaUos, bat 
of ah affloeit tad tppiahentiTe genloi, whM, with ordioary cart lod Irir 
foitqiui, will take a tbnmoit place in Esglith litetatsre. . . ffia abatfateoea 

ftoril aU otardrawn cosceitala remarkablatnayoong poet of any ttme, tad hit 
eiftfail tToidaoce of tha ahadowy border land of mataphyitea and poatll In 
Whleh tb many Ttralien of out own day take refbga from the open eenstfaiy 
of eritioil ranUght, deaerre M pctlae aad raeognitloD.''—EsinoMi Biniw 
Jahf.m 
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Foap. Sto, doth, 7i. 
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ibr <i»m, m U* ofioloQ ^ Kr. S«risl|aTB« ba* browM, 
t)ut wtouH to Uitit.igitn. t will Mt do, poluvt, to petr doMljr loto 
Imt podnitMlt IIm la Umm p If we do,«« beoom* ooetiUr oooHio<N 
of Uotebp warknao^ WlQi «bti too ud^ and ihadet too dotp. and 
brokae baneoalea of MkHS, lot oloae tiie book, aod look at (bo portrait 
taSaotad Dron It into tha mind and oone patoted of Uer ao Me. 

It U a portrait wUoh palntara^ ud hlatorlaoi aitka hare onlj conlUaedi It 
awaitad a poet'i band to thin d^, and now wa bare got It So think we, at 
any rata, and In taytag ao wi ^O not axhanit.the praiaa which la due to tha; 
aathw ^ 'Chaatai^' Tha dilunatle lioroe of the acenea In the Utter half 
of tha poem remaina to be ap^audod, bat that, loekUy fur a oritle who' haa 
oome to the end of hU tether, la a thing wbleh can only ba applauded and 
einaot be deaorlbedi we gire it onr homage. Bat It U rery mach to the 
ptirpoee of thla artWe, that Juat when the poem beoomee more dramaiio ita 
fholte begin to (Haappeari and before we come to the*adnilrable loene between 
Mary and Chaitolird to prlion, we ire blinded to whatarer remalhi. Tha 
Kilt leemi to be that Mr. Swinbomo le leia a poet than a dr matiit) It la 
etftaln that be U capable of writing In a way whioh enUilea him to amall coo* 
ildoratlon aa the one,'and to great ooneldeeatlon ae tha oth«. . . . Bat to 
any eaae it can nerer be denied that We it a true man of genloe."—Paw Matt 


Qanm, Arril UH, 1M6. 

"The two prtociped figaree itand out boldly, and on them the poet 

beetowedall the ridiee of hie geolna.The aoene In which, haring emit 

Ibr CbiiteUrd, the Ulki to him to a atraage wild mood between lore and ragrttlhl' 
seal, U eitrrraely enbtle and toe. . . . . H will not be doubled by any otM 
who haa the polie of poetry to hie blood that thU le noble writing—wetting 
fauttnet with the hlgheit iptrit of the Elliabethan Mnee. And to the apoeoh o 
Cbaitelard, when waiting fbr the Qacen In her chamber, we hare lomelbtog of 
tha large, Imperial ityla of Sbakapetre bimaelf. .... Tha eceae betwean 
Charielt’d and tlia Qtuea to prUon U alio perrtded with the hlgheit toapirtUoM 
M tmpaeilaliad poetry) and tboogh the Iore*nrlnp of Chaatelard ahruet paaa 
Nleboanda eornnoolr petwditod to poeta, tha ihidow of lUt, l)tng dark and biMp 
W aU,aMlMtoeaoiaiid modenta the gtow. In ptaaagaa mch aa tbeae, Mr. 
Swtnhanuagainpromhla light to take apervaant lUnd among onr Eagttik 
poela. .... Ofpower, be bu ibundincei of paaiioo, perhipa more Ita 
■io(«h; ef poeiiy, to tti teee, Innlnoai, ahd toy ihtpei, a wenderfid and 


prntal rifhnfii .... Whatarer hU totta, howerer, he la a mti of 
gento eflha meet aflmlMakahtolfcwk. VedOBotkmwwtwittbiabUeBtotha 
any peat toprodaaa wttUneea year two aoch pUyi aa ‘ Atalanta to Ctlydoa’ 
ta'Chaitelard’—tanaa emwirtd and wrtttan to two totally dlaUnct *j)m, 
fcdwtthmatkadtOie w hbylh. > . . . HahMetnMtfaconapioaooaottoa 
wMh ringnlar qn l nS wa toft (hat ten greeter trig|Mf)ytlli baton htot 

fCtaihM^ft'Attiaata^ tat.liuiilig Ibr iMr iangtoatin lBa%H 

a i li^r tta to bflittiaiy.l h tit ’ a ^ Uwatmtaitatfr 

, ati—yaf ttiiP' 




ftB of palter nd(&*a>l<e<i*aL<ir*ta a i ^ 
Ifteot tet kMf'ipMU’tunpl* ot th« po«ter ttu* U«» «# 

ibUrtlbt pMiltei)| wom itMoa to tew thte Mr. MMMtNJte 

teM^ In ttM.'Uikte of ateti digaitr lod iWMWiH.’r»Ui>Mt 
Jhtnxi^Dtemtvim^ 

"WocttoDl; tbHiaSi In^oHMw of gmt poitlo iMt, tad M 

jteilon of VtiJi dwcrtbad with,iU ttwt dlU««orte>d rlTUnM Uut md otUr b« 
Mad 4 a Um aitttnif of ■ po^ oodowod afili ratnerdlnur gpalai. ]bi 
fftoboM kte w^«oapnbMM thtebirKt«rofl(irr8t<i«rt,aDdili«htiwd> 
to tend bolbn th« rMtd«t • roteltr, h«r nitar* betop wondorfUl; »eU AdilHM. 
CNtetr oMieten m repremtiMl with mmiDoni ditUnetiiOM, nd gito to to 
taoftdr IntOTMtud Titilltr.*’—Pusuo Onxiov, ler^ laos. 

**Th*te7l«U 10 (brciUatbkt there t« little thtewoold render the p 1 *ronM ter 
to iteigi, were it not for the great araoont of tfflatlreneee which the partlea hto 
to diapUr before thep are diapoaed ot"*-Coiiit Cacoiin, DtenAtr ‘Ori, UW. 

’'The plotnra with which thla borat oonelndea, tboogh too moeh elahorited, h^ 
CDdenlaUt iwdeor. We ooold point ootpaaaagea which, in a dratoatls point* 
rlaw, aia jet ftaer.^ Thoee giren to Mary Beaton—the only toochlng ehaiMiar in 
the play-^eS reaoh tha height of tragio Injiwdty. Nor la it to be diipntad 
tot Mr. Swlobome abowa at tinwa a keen in^t into the inbtletiei of hnaan 
thottee, but hta teilef eharaoten ifa oat of to pale of oor aynpathyi bealdet 
Mpf inherently rtetoni, the language win offlaid not only thoae tt|o hara 
rtwanca, hot thoae who bare taete."—AtnawwoK, I>*c*m!nr itrd, isdii. 

* A tragaiy-dn which we think he beet derolope hla geolna. Oooo before we 
•aid we thooght hla genloi eteentUlly lyrle, but he hinualf hae oonrlnoed n^ not 
nftbeooatrtry,batoftoeo-eriatencelnhimofto dramatlo and lyric powar"— 


, Oom Jonanat, OtMtiiitr IHk, IStS. 

^ '’"Tha poem, In iket,i* morally rapalihre, and all tta gilding offhney and tetof 
oily makea the plolure more reroltinf ... The dramatie power, to graea)* 
to beanty of to tragedy no one ean deny, , . . Uieinelghtlntohlddeohoite^ 
mottree ii marrtlloady iodirated. Altogether, If the poem teilt tpjPteea^ toU* 
inlit be attributed to the inldect and to enthof I mind of te, iM tO tetf of 
. workmanihlp of to rary hlgheat and moat dtoitaOtdar*-*touO, JDaetetear 
mito 


lan nnplaawnt bnoh. aid CM hr all maani tpka kap* owt of to halidadf 
parwmdndadifor tha HeanUooaatei Ofmanr of to Maga^tol 
..llirnlh^ ffmiaftTr or.toaaoMmaDtetoito#ltopUri>dtoo(liak;te^ 
Jhltolilrpato . . ... WO eaonat doto tot to laea iton iw i t iM a r l oM 
hoto wooM }ote na in dtowoto* *«h |ato(u#te«ted|i|Mk 
^ » l p ' i g iij |i> i:i<it i i to !>teito.|^ 

pr.-topter viiittoi p wdte' 'ii» il 

.of'Mt iUL -'lit' h ha toll, dnd now p 
‘topttlfokwptthtoMoa af dftiteto'i 









. . '. B«gwdli>* Owwoti M»w^w* 

■^lh»»kMr.fc»Wi«n ^te*<taB#•U«5<wnof j«wr, «»iW^ 

tihBlnW* dawliittoM of hwiia 

to 

(•ngoloat miMj of W| ISM- 

IJh.BwtaJm™. fcu frlUm « tr«*di, rtkVM ^ 

.»«Mirt«W«p»dwtt(W If inoten aiy*. 

rtdboMwwrf trMtmoif hM amt bm ***‘*J^ 

ff ^tM^MhMoAlottdli'aartibri'lTthoioigoiwMiw^ 

tlfti of wfaieh It* oo«iio«ltlon proeUlmi him tbo pootnii* »»• totaUj illithort 

nod«D BooU. Ib tb« «Mll*t pKxhKtioo, imM »U Iki *oi)Um» iWfMJ wS 

coMtltetM tt .work of Moompn.^ .ad 
Sw OTrtr^W be«nt^ thoro wi* M IbrodwHkmtiMt rf SrwMtt# 

I* wiM «d rliaort wMj power which ohMiotoili* It* •i»oo**M*. . , . 
ma thi* point, where th« tnter«*t h** olro.i'y r»ch»d wh« 
ohiltHtiim I* more.dr«MUo WHlmow itlrrtag tlw tb« on* ^ia* It. 
bo tkiU wilh whlch-lh* p***iu Wng 

ilfhteDoii without mtl-dlnui I* .b«)lnt*ly wocKUrlh), . . . Tta 1»*»J»^ 
^ w« gire in their integrity j no word ot^^n ^ idil 
Zi tr^dtimeilotoree. With them, ukI wlthoot «. wlded wo^ « *h»a 
our notice of thi. morrt renmik^* Irtgodj of modem ttm*. -floMui 
IKU, Dtctmhsr SrJ, ISM. 

<• Here. Ill hU new po«n of ■ Ch*.t*l»rf.’U Mr. Algenm Btrtnho^ Wi^ 

‘lench elmn»<mi of which CbwtcUrd hlraeelf or Rou*ird might b»»o bm pnMA. 
0 good ere they Ui»t by meny they *r« lm*gh»d to b* m«f»l; to* 

.STftom the origiwd Fmch «.tbor. Hot th^ U no 1^ .r^r. 
7^» ..t.ewncomi)oeition. Her.uetwowhleh»r.mtiiuWt«int**mi*ltog, 
^ opwt."—Moigui. Sue, DmewJer Mfl, ISM- 

taoroiSithetdoeoot pMi*!**.which w* unhoritottogly «flm*t« iwt l■^ 
Mptd iB tfc* l»|fBI««."'-l*tT*»»OOI. AMIM, /Wl<#rr M*. 1*®*- 
“Th* pnWU hi which Mr. Swlnbom* •ppe.l* will eoo*l*t euMroly of tho** 

irtn inlof i work of irt IK it* own mk*. Mid who «*i* »«• for th* 
»w«of-th*»fup(«<MM«tlo* th*a tor i»y worth la wh*tlir*pt«*»*t*d. . , . 

which ««»f 

M iwihTt whWHMW wte hy.dowB unreMl hil wUoh fti* will iM one* 
CL. MMwwt-hfl*iM-M>hd>fMm»«pon‘AWonu,’tor 


or«* h^MMShto dtrtpfl* *KMr»« tw wW* 




•rtMi :w|*W«)tk Tbcnm 

portry, «i«l with tWi doobJa poww. ^sJCS 

tmpb ipumt to X«;Klm.toIrSrS. 

-Z,^ “^“*1 '“*^ *“ intollMto»l nut monj Siy of 

BUaktod. .-FomiSEiLT Biraw, April im, 1808. ^ 

” ’!!!!’ ?“*“*' Unbtott# ttwT.iad 

t««.dyZL.o^CuSnT 

h«t ud mM."-X^ AwSSSsS |lS/^ W^o^l^M(Hltoth^ 

InoffeotlTely pnNntod. Tl»w to UtU# to T«U<m 

S to?S^S^ ^ ^ vl** *®“ of ““ PlV- H <«wotb pirttototaulT 
^7ap<« lotMi wUth tN Mfft« ncbl^eiuyto,.nwZSE 
»Dw<nr Dial hffoantt, 2Wiil«r,18tt, IJ88. 

of til oompttoat nittn, ta ttrios thti 

iWh^lTTOb with the ftw greet i»«^tlili*5ofSl?i^ 

to taeoo^. It hti mort bomio loterett thin hit' Atitou la CiItA*.‘ «iMk 
ftta^tathet^erig^^^epUa^ dlodon^J^ 
a^mdeweaymegnillctttKngi. . . . Hkpo#tT*ltIlkX^ 
JJjJ^**Anoitttw«|W7elibonrt#d,t^ Wott|««oMi7«))(,nMgLb,uto»li2S( 
•Mertege ef Mtlth poetry,"—Miw Tot* WwniBininfASel^^Ui?* 

f.*r4)ni(Wutton*r.] 



POEMS BALLADS. 

Bt ALaBR^ON C. BWINBURNE. 

Jotp. 8 to, pp. WO, olotk, #•. 

Joes Cakdii Hotim. 


Sdeelumt rt* mt aowBOCi 

OPINiONI OF THE PREM 

Mr'S* 

F To MthlfTolnme, tor «>•««* «»».«»• 

Mot.im 

> «Th«*«<)o«1»totkiwlum»tohiT»m»d«tt»fcrto^ 
flC Uf Ittlf-TM SootBUt. 

. .IWtei turribto «Mwrtnwi 

W» ^ g^., ^,pj, Of Bi* 

. QtnM toMdirtfcft* »Bit *"**_**.^ ***_'! T!Z 

rit^ 



"TUffitiM >* igned to tMtg npoB wUt dtMmi 
witlMxit noUttag vbat tooTM rwp«et. Id tUi mj h« Ium b««a (ttlMr 
bliDdy OK imj tmWfli d««l( Fau. Hua, OAntn. 


* Hu tilMtin ot Hr. Swinbona If oouxtamlTe wltji tlib bMwIed^ 
partaoM. Itwill op«od,tndtiMrals DoftaroIbUbahigdaniadu 
arubad bi a orltlqaa. Ha la mora Ukel; to raallia tba boaat of Nalaoa, 
flDdhit blmaalf tmmantlonad In tba ‘Haiatta,' daoUrada da; would coma wh{ 
aboold bare ona tbr bimadf Wa ara not in tba laorat of own daibsoa, 
raappaamnoa. Ha maj or majr not withdraw poama wbioh hara been Ii 
naM b; daatgnlng orttioiaoi with a pmrlano]'whld> waa not tbair own."—i 


•In erery page of tbaaa pooroa wa meat with eridencaa of tba Are, tba (bb 
abdtheUoanoeofyonth. Mnbnma ia a gannlna bard > ha tnaara at proprb^ 
ba narer apUta bain; bnt gilea fbU rant to bla leva and hata-hia oontampi 
toom. Balaogba at what other people roTtra. Hawoolddanoainacatbadrd 
SiisUK JonuTAb i 

•It win ba a aad day for Engliih poabywhan mob Tobmvaa u tbii gat raa^ 
paaiaed by tba better oTitiot,yattha tnatit of Mat of the pteoea—tboogh bl 
aeani hlgb—ia graatar than of anything baretoAwa pnbltahed by tbJa admO 
firtand of Hr. Jooaa, Hr. Whittier, and poor old Ltaica," For tala Ig JUj 
t Jfofaa.— Boarox CoiotowwiAm. 


•Thta ii aoolleetion of miaoaUaoaoaa pieoet ct poetry, Ac., by that joi 
prombdng writer. Hr, Algernon Cbarlat Swinbnma. The work, originally I 
ont by Hoxon A Co., hat bean reprinted by Cariaton of tbia oity In a] 
mptrior and taateihl atyle. Of the poama thamaelrat, they are written in i 
ardtnoy of yootb, but many of tba piecaa breathe forth a lore of IVaadam, | 
and Jnatioa in atroog bnt truly poetic language."—Haw Toix WAnnuAX. 


• Tbia la a Ibswna book. Tba oritioa an not by any maani nnanlmdna 
Oifimata of Bwinborna. Boeoa laud bhn for 'outapoken booaaty, eanaa 
poatio Iniifht, truth and baanty of expraatloii,' while otben regard Ui po^ 
oren of doobtfol nMrality. That ba la a true poet, a matter of narroua 
. ai^ twy boldt no one po^t to dany. Wbathar bla poetry la bUy to do bif 
aMthar lagatioa Tiii ballad aoonnaoaing < 


• If lofa wart what the not it, 
AndlwaraUkatbaW 

«Udi baa laMy gm tba roundt of the papora, it tat Ode Tolan% and laaay oi 
ittott to e o a apoa M oaw."—Bwipwxn DwAaox, Ta. 

' * Mb i W »8l|i1dia^qiAtoaiy > twt po^twiny a too poawr o^topraaitoA, w 
tottbdtoilM^lAOOi^ Hk saga to Irod with tba «tirritf 4intoai 
yMtt,Wl& mf|»daMin toM to wfatobbybagity #4f|tti 

"iWti"fiiiMrtat lbliyi>^|ito,‘%-F»ad;waaBA' Ptbtaitot.' 





trtf «tttv of MidM ttMlp «t<iM w m*A M Alftnm awki 

dm*. iNiMM|b»TN7)efBciM,b«huetMUUd»atta%of!nUilM* 
I hM ilVMft wUnlj ttmnm th* eritiM. TIm itradm oiiiiuliti' «r Ut 
kH(iowlMiMtMl^U»llerM 7 world, and pteMd him aatoMtlooibijr la 
Cpatrmkof CiicUahpo«U.lAr«eaot adtUon ofUa poama, antltMi'Laat 
^ and oilmr Bmbm and lallada,’ howam, hta aabjeetad him to a non 
^ ordaai ihas ba haa m# arlth, and haa eallad forth from hla own pan 
hnrawUtiiwiUbapoUtthMlnthaaaoaiuiaditiooof hianaw aolama. 
(WaUanmifcofatran^lBthsaa poama, oatqwkanhaoaatr, aatardjkrra 
aadom, aanaatnaaa, poatia taaliht, truth and baantr of aiprtaakxi, b^ood 
^inf attalaad to bj other of tha jroonf poata of tha dajr. In aoma of tha 
aa at« tha paaalflaa of joath foarlaaalj aipraaatd, and atttTbif daptha that 
i baaa atiiTri hitherto hj no poat in hia ponth."— PUusumu ini. 


1. 


oer modan arlttaa an nej aaoiiiiTa, tha Vdama of poama araa ratbar 
tilp danoaneed. TIm Ifotona wara aUrmad, and oopiaa wara atUad in aa flat 
ndbla. Fortonitalj ona hli In our wap, and wa r^ It throofh, with tha 
t which tha Tirtnooi rartawara had flaahad upon tha booh. Wa band laaroalp 
d a a enln g tha aanaetraa of tha hppar-pndiah praat. Moeh wat in lha 
itpta in which Laodor wonid witta aboot old Qraak atorlaa, moah in tha 
4 narrooi itple in wfakb anp bnt an amaaenlatad laoraata would witta 
mna of tha ndddla aga lagaodi and romancat. Tha poama aaamad to bo 
lanlp, Tlgorottt—with nona of tha ttfomlnadea of Moora, tha proftaltiaa of 
, 01 tha iQ|geath« prnrianoiat of Bunp modan DoralW Wa aoold hot 
iclii&ln;,‘Whera'a tha harm f' ' Whp daerp anob poama f* Thap mgr 
la thoita of foloaaa, tha errora of ponth, tha warmth of paaaion, Iwt an in 
worat than aaoraa of tha poama ot half a oantorp ago, and not half ao had 
of tha noreli of to-dap. Howerar, tha canaon praniilad, and tha 
tbdrawn—onlp to ha repobllabad hp Hr. J. Camdan Hottao, who, aa ha 
:a MaMTi. Hoxon—doaa not aall fih^lep’i Workt, haa imdailadcaa'to gira 
' Toloma to tha worid."—BntiuiHiii Jotman. 

[hla poMBf an ramarhaUa for their rhpthmia baaatp tad wondnoa waalth 
and aiqaiiiia inugarp. Eran whan ha baa bat ti^ to kp. hla 
r of aiptttg that ttttiaiaaomnilca!, that tha malodp diarmt m and Uifan 
r hha aoma iwaat atiain of nnHii).'‘~^iw Ham PauanTW. 

Oro^T fotbar who tedtttfln hia boMabold, aboaldatonea aooaign It to tha 
ytiima. Jhr lola l(r Smt*m\ 4’ SreaJ4ett,’’—AiMMX Jonaiu 

calt|'ItttdiMttolaag!|»awhataO« 14 banl)tan tha impaSlttg mottra of Mr. 
- ‘^boraatnoirtg thttaallaotton^hiawittiagitothapobUa. Ht'oogUto 
1 batn iawwthattta (itild ia«oip«j MiiM»M Mf' i '«» « i afjLfa ^^4^fTttarrMtthT 
MhKMKS>^7uZXlfliib.d^ 
aart adlar thaprtBaathmof lha'iiUartalnOalpdo^’ha wooM hmi^ 
rfhnaaipoaithaahanMrdpaa. Ktarpthing wUHi ba.hM atom glm im 

i 



• Ijrf Km «>• »oh^ 

Wi rt. ■TM i,mitrBt,li 1 ttinrj hii^ sot nfflotentlr SMoiBBon to «« 

oaTMifrlM,bQtttlin(n(tiMlaM»iDatt«rofr«fmi Unft»ton»tdyhepcw€^ 

■nnbiorftMiy(TIMKulpower of nproHioa, Audi udodloQi Mkit; la t 
Mof Ia)pM|«ii)d rt poitta baiaerT.wUeh MmotimM ioTMti Ui wont wl 
wlthidiimthithilfTrtittrtrTlliaeK.” Xbr taU ig Dmitmi BnOml 
eoKunnm. "L 


" Lit M hop* flat tboktojitan cm Mrth which the pccti help rtriDM, 
wUch ibertir owsi the cooiUBt tirrfoe at wch men ti Tconywa, Loogftl. 
Bryiat, I<mdl, mix Kd mlK the briUlint tnd luhtle power of BwlnlwfM'i tbA 
—Bsoonn Cnov. 

"ProhiWyKipoitlaibroaghttoUwilniplyminoni dollghti of low, to , 
nbiU iriatlon hr which pmrtflbliUadlrt is heart of mioindwomu, brw9 

thi Kmlb labdart ind dlifnoid tod oTcrwhelnoed In intcrwli of ficroc, nnJ 
ibla Jojr, to tti otrattinhl* ingulih following, more of the gnoei tod lUarem 
tad bold, nnooDoeded deUneitioo of pMiion, than Mr. Swinbnrne. BtH 

eotmandeoUbMldahln. Tom Moore U a wajwart, loperfldal ohatUret cl 
pared to Swlnhoree. .... We hare bo ijmpathf with the oritioUm w» 
denonneea Mr. Bwinbrnne and hla poetry u iu^eleatly bad."—BiooiJ 
Unow. ^ 

• It taHma that each woTka ihoold eeaie to be palmed off on thopobUoni 
theniBMofanihori of good repote, and with the imprint of reipettable 
llabernmartrtltlfrpafoi." “Inonrreriewof'ChaiWard* we fbrmed lo 
an eettmate of hta ability u to deem him an utterly oTer-eatlmated young 

WaiximQW TauMtara, 

■The*po«airl an itroogiy charaeterUtio, mnjdoal. and graoefally wn 

Tha ,&tal (halt in the eyei of the KngUah orlttee b the tenenal tone of BOOM 01 

poemi, whlA they exaggerate beyond reaaon and oomaoo ienee.”-Hmi 
Ccrtiun. 

' ‘•the hook ieema to be wrlt^ like Ohariee Beade'e *Oil«th daant’j 
WdU whtean’i'Leartk.of On^'inaipbitof protaettowbatBeadeiecW 
' pnrtent ptndbhneit' otthe age."—WaamiaaKw B*a*. j 

(Awaatiliea.) | 

**Th«tli#>fam of wfie which Swiahnne doee not hendle wUhaMl 
l^ayofhllpDenbaretbeinoftlowfyMeledieelBwoidt. neBagUahlngl 

lea wiAit U win <mnom VUpnmt peotlM of orltMlm ^ 

Mmlnaaf^U Mraaqr, 1«7 (BattaJ i 



Atmtoft oit aM lAXJiAsa” oBitm 

NOTES ON 

" POEiM:^ AND BALLADS." 

Bt ALQBRNON 0. SWINBURNE. 

870^ ll. 

JoHJI CAMDllt Howor. 


OPINIONS OF THE PRESS. 

|. Swtobom h«r» ipMiin for hlia»df irithoot perion»Uty of Mij kind, M 

gooeril eipr««ri<» of loon^ wUeh th* BBoll CTlU<» 1»T« ftWy taoflsU 

« y n tliemielTM. It U to be regretted that t joong poet, from whom mooS 
|,yridihoi)ed,ilionMbethq*lbroed Into expliDitlooi that can only honlliate 
r»~[ J whom thef were raqolred.''—Kxucma. 

hare no ip«>e to dwell any ftirlher upon Mr. Swlnboroe’i <WMa aid ax< 

They are both rery great and remaikable."-PAu, Matt Oiawfi. 

dnalt “** eloqoently, In proee worthy of the pea wUob wroW tt» 

twaoj ‘ ChaateUid eameat, grtphie, mntleal. He ali»^ wtfe 

I that a poet U not bound to write eren for reriewera, that ha hai 

|hU to Biter, hla own taate to pleaae, and while headmlta the right 

I i.to ooraplais, he only demanda that the ataudard of Jodgmant thaU 
indtnie. He takee hla qneetioned poema. and ahowa from what petal 

*T weiwwritten, and how they abooM be lotdmd at—a potat of rlew 
I i*^®?** totheelaa^ and nnable toaeawhythe 

Manorial 



Tht JhMtriMr Mb |Md of ilM«f «n4 dadmi II* c<4r 

kotp'iiinllk-walk fl» ih« OM of btilMi.'*—SraiMiT Qinm. 

"W« tdg)|]jr tppioT*of tbo.dolRiM nudo bfW. Swiabnrno of tlH Wm 
wilten, tnd tndorM leatimaiiiH-‘litontBi*, to b* worthy of 

atut W bife, Utwnd, ibiom, uid euuiot br diMi* If riM b* ptodbb. 

•Bd ptwdbbiMH oaiDOt ketp hooM togotbir. Wb«i« fr«e wd Mt 

m totoidtoUd, feol hlnti tudwrll iocfeiUoiu in UtttdMd l>to ftitld I 
■tiuaa AnTiMitu. 

" Tanifled by ih« obuBoor of » Utmry oUqaa, Kr. Bwinbanw'i pobH 
wUhdrtwn their nus« from the title-poge of hb book. . . . Wecttmot] 
i'trtdeoiuui tar declbiiig to ctiry on the nb of oertelii goodi whieh may i 
tothetafteofbbbeiteiiitomtnoriapportere. . , . What we find ( 
b that tb| poblio ere not al^wed to Ibrn an opinioa for tktoueiTei on the ml 
The fonetion of ]oqn\tUim b to rift the wheat, bet not to bum what it oonl 
to be Ohaff with tmqoeoohable fire.*—Tn Bixdib. 

"In Fianoe, u is Oermany, «o«h a mbropreaentatioo ae enren the forj 
Jonmab hare glres of Mr. Swisbarne’i Poemi wosld hare been Impotelble. 
neh tbnndtnoe of Imaglsatloa, neb plethora of lao^oa^ noh lob 
paarion, u tkeae Tohimee oontain, there ii ample food for literary and p* 
l^ioal orltlebm, withost roaortlng to the methodi that itrore to anih Leigh 1 
Haalltt,and Shelley and Keata, that fonsd profligacy is‘Bimini’and blat]| 
in'AdoDab.”'—ExaMuraa. | 

“Under the iitle of‘Notea on Poemi and Kerlewa,’ Mr. Algernon Ca 
Swinbmne haa Joat pnblbhed, with Mr, HoUen, of Piooadllly, what ha »PPw> 
deklgna to ha a ctruhlng reply to the whole body of hb crltloa, and a tilumio 
rlndioatiolaof hb own poetie repotation. We, the Sun, howerer, think th^i 
thna oodertaken with ao mnoh andadty, wu in Itaeif too flagrantly ontragej! 
prora otherwbe flhcn an ineritable^Meo.’ Tan 8c*. ^ 

"Thathbgenioa bdramatto—finely dramatio-^ hare taken the Uberty f 
a«n CO othapoeeaaionai it baartaln, tot), thatwhaterer thbdmnatfo 11 
wrUaa,bdramatlaaIiywrittani asdltbpaat all diapota, thatwhataman] 
way boot to he takan^'tba aaMrtion of tta anthor'a own Mfnj 
iriifc.* "-Pali Mam, Iwurwr 
‘ “9wtabntne-ltt*ByToa-iaarqiBadiohb(ritta^nqtla4po«ni,lmtinil 
pampUat, entitled‘Notea on Poeooa and Banhwa.* Batakaa aphbpoaa i 
oiM, taUa why ha wrote tbara and what ha maant, dateda hbsaalf fro I 
riiargaofnrigarity, and dtaa datafoal anriwrtty wlthont alint Mr.8wii 
dadai** ha bai ntrerwrlttaafor tha^poWfod at tha mibBt.”—W k.0 
~l,JldhraMPo«.' 


t4*ltnea«fhb. 


frilttuod. AttiebaoiBbgi|rf I 
andPallate wManl^lMMIaadl ' 



|M|% 

t||lwo«r oTtlte Tioila tmiil laateik 

fifiaioa tn ittaBptiiif ttw nlubiUMtai 

po^ .1*1 ta Mr. BwlaJiwnrt 

^> Vaimn cT BocMih 
haftBONipMt wtwt«TwtelM(ai» 

wont ttd Ibra of i4iUMU«b h 

-tedltaM 

of Kn«lia n«M 7. nd tk«UtikiMMofSii|^wt,h(kJ«kiofwflM 
|bo iIhbM oMrin fn jo l fonot ntlur Uub Hknp«iMDt*Uea''>->6«nii 


biwi* w n n t> i c^ 


M |j«t PMNfW eoaWn Vr. StriiOMmu’i onm to U« 
w of tbt pvniiUM iM Ja it (bo tem tha » mm 4 )iooM rboof pMt m»( 
’ tba frUobpio*Mid tbo niod of loA 10 «iptautloo.*’<-]lxoaqm 
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